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      Before there were four, there were three. Learn how Rook, Knight and Bishop came together.

      When Rook and Knight meet at a live drawing class Rook is modelling for, it’s lust at first sight. Open and eager with his sexuality, Rook immediately draws Knight’s attention. Lust soon turns to love for the two men. The question, though, is what happens when a third man feels like he belongs with them?

      Dive into this story of how Rook, Knight and Bishop met to become the threesome who invite Jason to join them in the Chess series.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      Rook hurried along Young Street, checking his watch. He didn’t think he was going to be late for the class, but he was cutting it awfully close. Of course, he hadn’t realized that his meeting with the lawyer was going to take so long. On the other hand, if the dude—were you allowed to call lawyers ‘dude’?—hadn’t been so intent on talking him out of his purchase, it’d have taken half the time.

      It was a good thing money was no object, thanks to Great-Aunt Anna leaving her fortune to the black sheep of the family—namely him—or he’d have had to insist that he not be charged for the time the lawyer spent on his own agenda rather than Rook’s. What did the lawyer care if he spent a hundred thousand or so on a store that sold sex toys? It wasn’t like Rook was asking the guy to come and buy, or even to ever show up. He liked the idea of owning a sex shop, and honestly, the money was a drop in the bucket.

      All the paperwork was being drawn up and he’d be the proud owner of the place in less than two weeks. Too bad he didn’t have anybody to celebrate with. He’d have to bring some champagne in and celebrate with the staff once the sale went through. Yeah, that would work.

      Arriving at the Art School, he went in and made his way to the Live Art class, walking in with seconds to spare. He gave Polly, the teacher, an apologetic smile and moved to the corner of the room to strip off. He usually showed up at least ten minutes ahead of the class, so he was already on the dais when the students came in, especially at the beginning of the semester, but it couldn’t be helped.

      Naked, he ran his hands through his hair, and made his way to the raised seat. “How would you like me today?”

      Polly tilted her head. “Why don’t you sit with your legs crossed, one hand supporting you as you lean back, the other on your knee.”

      He assumed the position, shifting a little until he was comfortable enough to stay still for a prolonged period of time.

      “Very good.” Polly smiled at him and turned her attention to her students. “Good afternoon, class, and welcome to Live Drawing. Our model for this class is Rook. He’ll be with us the entire class.”

      She went on, but he tuned her out, checking out the students in his line of sight. They were all the same—earnest girls and guys trying desperately not to stare. All except for one.

      This guy had long, long hair that was so dark it looked like a raven’s wing. He had a beard and was wearing camo that was totally vintage and completely oversized. That guy was looking. Admiring, even.

      Rook couldn’t help but tilt his head the slightest bit, proudly showing off. Hell, this guy made him want to spread his legs and really show off, but he knew Polly would likely ban him until he’d groveled significantly. And the truth was, he enjoyed posing.

      His move earned him a grin, slow and wicked—one that burned through him.

      No hard ons, he reminded himself. But damn, this guy made his balls ache.

      He glanced away, his nostrils flaring as he thought about snow and ice and slush and stupid lawyers who thought he was a moron, in an effort to stay deflated. God, the lawyers thought did it. Boom. Flaccid.

      Like an idiot, he dared to glance over at the dark-haired dude again. He got a quick little grin, those eyes burning at him. The pencil was flying, though, one sketch after another happening like magic.

      Rook couldn’t wait to see. It was one of his favorite things about modeling, seeing the results. All the different styles, the different ways people saw him—it was cool.

      Polly moved to stand behind the guy Rook was scoping out. “I don’t know why you’re here, you know.”

      “I told you. I get bored.”

      Now Rook was really intrigued. He was itching to see the guy’s artwork.

      “Bored.” She chuckled and patted the dude’s shoulder, her expression fond.

      Rook kept looking. The guy was handsome, but not in a conventional way. He was more…fierce. Those dark eyes kept meeting his, watching him close. Fuck, the man was electric. Exciting.

      For once, Rook was eager for the class to be over, but it wasn’t so he could leave. He supposed he did want to leave, but only if it was with Fierce Dark Eyes.

      It was the longest hour in the history of hours, and finally, blessedly, Polly called time. Rook slipped on his robe and began walking around the class, checking out the drawings and paintings, starting his tour so that he’d finish with the sexy dude.

      By the time he got there, though, Mr. Hot Pants was gone. The only thing there was a sketch of Rook, erect and needy, hand around his cock. On the back of the sketch was the name of a coffee shop and “five p.m.”

      Oh, the dude was sure of him—like really. Rook almost decided not to show. He was too intrigued, though. And this picture. Yum.

      Grinning, he rolled up the picture and put it in his bag, then got dressed and headed out. He had forty-five minutes before he had to meet his date.
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        * * *

      

      Knight stretched out in the huge armchair, a triple espresso in one hand and a croissant in the other. Sweet and Sexy had better show. Knight wanted to fuck in the worst way.

      It took another five minutes and Knight’s croissant was gone, but then in he walked. Slender, but with great muscle definition, all blond hair and big blue eyes and the sweetest fucking smile, which lit right up when the guy saw him. Oh, the cuteness. Knight could just eat this guy alive.

      Sweet and Sexy gave him a little wave, then mimed drinking and went over to the counter to place an order. He paid and came to Knight’s table. “They’re going to bring it over. Caramel Iced Latte with extra caramel. I need some sugar. It’s hard work staying warm with no clothes on.” The guy winked and held out at hand. “I’m Rook.”

      “No shit?” Knight chuckled and took the square hand, approving of the firm grip. “Knight.”

      Rook laughed and kept his hand. “Rook and Knight? Really? That’s fantastic!”

      “Rook and Knight. Meant to meet.” Knight loved coincidence. Loved it.

      “Yeah, it’s the kind of thing that makes you think fate has a sense of humor.” Rook made a scootching motion. “There’s room enough in that chair for both of us.”

      “Oh, you’re a snuggler. I like it.” Knight scooted over, patted the chair.

      Rook sank into it, leaning against him more than was necessary. “I am. I’d much rather be touching than up on a pedestal on my own.”

      “I’d rather draw you from my bed, too.” Excellent. He did love a firmly into dudes kind of guy. “That’s the best of both worlds.”

      “So you wanted to meet me for more than just a private modeling session?” God, Rook was slinky, rubbing idly against him.

      “I wanted to fuck like bunnies for hours.” Might as well just be straight up.

      Rook beamed at him. “I think I’m in love…or at least lust. Do you want to go now?” Rook stood and waved at the barista. “Put mine in a to-go cup, please.”

      Knight finished his in a few gulps. “I have a place not the dorms.” Hell, he had a place that was paid for and private with a fucking hot tub. It was good to have money.

      “I don’t live in the dorms, but your place sounds good.”

      The barista brought out Rook’s coffee and he stood, grabbing it. “Thanks, man.” Then Rook turned back to him, and he had the kid’s total focus.

      “What are you into?” Knight stood, heading across the street to his loft come studio.

      “Everything.” Rook said it matter of factly. “You?”

      “Yeah. I like orgasms. Lots.” He snatched Rook’s hand and they started to hurry.

      “Another thing we have in common!” Rook laughed, face alight. There was a glow that came from within, that lit up Rook.

      Knight’s fingers itched to capture it. “You have to promise to let me draw you, after. Over and over.”

      “You keep me well-fucked and I’ll never leave your bed, K.” Rook bounced along, the eagerness sexy.

      “It’s a deal.” He’d seen Rook’s cock. It was a thing of beauty, even flaccid.

      He felt Rook’s laughter down to his toes.

      A flash of lightning lit up the sky and Rook threw his head back. “It’s going to storm.”

      “We’ll open the windows and let it in.”

      “Works for me. The only thing better would be if we could dance naked in it.” Rook sounded almost wistful.

      “Mmm. That would be great. I’m on the top floor. We could try.”

      “After we’ve fucked.” Rook squeezed his hand.

      “Two or three times.”

      “Oh, I like you,” Rook told him.

      “Good. Hey.” Knight pushed the elevator button. “Kiss me real quick.” If there was no chemistry, they needed to know, the sooner the better.

      Rook put his coffee on the ground by the wall, grabbed Knight’s shoulders and leaned up, pressing their mouths together. The kiss was sweet and needy and aggressive, all at once, Rook pushing his tongue into Knight’s mouth and lighting him up.

      Oh, fuck. Oh, chemistry. Iron. Argon. Helium. All the elements.

      Rook pressed closer, one leg hooking around his hips as a moan filled his lips. Rook whimpered and began to hump him, right there in front of the elevator. Knight’s cock filled, fast and hard, his balls aching with how tight they were.

      “Oh, God. You’re hot. So damn hot.” Rook kept rubbing, taking one kiss after another.

      “Uh-huh. Horny little bastard.” He grabbed Rook’s ass and squeezed.

      Rook nodded, clearly not the least bit ashamed of his need.

      The elevator made a noise that probably used to be a ding, but now was more of a noisy sigh, and the doors slid open. He dragged Rook in and they went back to kissing and rubbing. He managed to hit the button for five before the doors opened up on the ground floor again. Then he got lost in Rook until the elevator came to a stop, that same sad noise sounding. The doors opened smoothly, though, and they spilled out onto the fifth floor. His apartment took up the bulk of the floor, with only a little utility room and an even smaller laundry room at the far end of the hall.

      “Come on. In. Naked. Lube.” Knight headed for his door.

      “I’m a fan of your plan.” Rook laughed and held his hand, bouncing along next to him, rubbing up on him with every step.

      “I’m not huge on the whole plan thing,” Knight admitted. “But this one’s good.”

      They went into his place and Rook did a three-sixty, taking in his huge, open space. The windows started about two feet up from the floor, went all the way to the top of the twelve foot ceilings and filled the entire wall. There was a kitchenette on the far right, almost in an alcove, and the bathroom and cupboard space were next to it. His studio was on the left, with the same huge windows on three sides, letting in the most amazing light. Not that you could really see that from here and not that he needed Rook to get the full tour just at the moment, either.

      “Wow. This place is amazing.” Then Rook grabbed his hand. “Where’s the bed?”

      “The pillows over here in the corner. It’s like a mirage.” A nest. It was his soft place to land.

      “Oh, neat.” Rook went immediately to the pillows, lying down in them. “Comfy!”

      “They are.” Knight opened some of the huge windows, letting the wind in. “Good?”

      “Very good. I love the feeling of the wind against my skin.” Rook reached toward him, making grabby hands.

      Knight tugged off his shirt and kicked off his shoes before leaning down and kissing Rook hard. Arching up into his body, Rook ran both hands along his back. It made him shiver, to feel Rook’s hands against his bare skin.

      “Damn.” He tugged Rook’s shirt up, but most of his attention was on Rook’s hands.

      Rook was pale with little pink nipples that hardened as Rook’s hands slid down into the back of his camos, grabbing his ass.

      “You’re skinny,” Rook told him, squeezing his butt.

      Knight chuckled. “You’re not.”

      Rook was studly, at least compared to him. Maybe more slender than bodybuilder, but he loved the muscle definition, tight and rangy.

      “No, I’m horny.” Rook winked and squeezed his ass harder, fingers digging into his flesh.

      “Ditto.” Knight pushed back into Rook’s hand, begging for more.

      Rook rubbed them together, fingers sliding along his crack, full of promise. Rook’s fingers were long and thin and Knight couldn’t wait to feel them inside him. He nodded and pushed back. This guy was picking up his signals like a fucking antenna.

      Moaning, Rook rubbed his hole, pressed against it but not in. “Lube? Some in my jeans pocket if you don’t have.”

      “Really? You player!” He had. He had rubbers and lube and toys, but he loved that Rook was prepared.

      Rook shrugged. “I like sex. A lot. But I play safe.”

      “Me too. Like it. Safe. All the things. Now, huh?”

      Laughing, Rook held out his hand. “Condom and lube and then fuck yes, now.”

      They crashed together again, rolling over the pillows and cushions, clothes flying like feathers as they threw them. Oh, he hadn’t had so much fun in weeks!

      Rook was pale all over, pubes as blond as the hair on his head. And so eager, rubbing up against him, fingers finding his skin and touching constantly. Everything was different and new, and Knight loved this part, the exploring and discovering.

      Rook rolled him suddenly, putting him on the bottom as Rook began to taste him, starting with his right shoulder, the sucking kiss both amusing and arousing somehow.

      “You’re so sharp. I love it.”

      Rook’s words made him grin. They felt good, especially from a sexy stud like Rook.

      Biting at his throat, Rook made his skin tingle. The touches continued, too, Rook exploring with fingers and mouth, warm body sliding on his. God, that felt good. Made Knight ache for more.

      Finding his right nipple, Rook plucked at it. “These sensitive?”

      “Little bit, yeah.” He reached up and tweaked one of Rook’s in return. “You?”

      Rook jerked against him, nodding. “God yes.” Then Rook pounced on his left nipple, taking it between hot lips and sucking vigorously.

      Okay, that was better than a little sensitive.

      Rook bit down before moving to the other nipple and sucking on it just as hard.

      “Damn. Damn, honey.” His hands fluttered for a second. He didn’t flutter—ever.

      He felt Rook’s smile around his nipple, then the suction became fierce again. God, Rook had a mouth on him.

      “Sixty-nine,” he said sharply. “We have to. I need your mouth.” And Rook’s orgasm.

      “I like the way you think.” Just like that, Rook turned around, the kid’s needy cock right there at his mouth, the tip glistening invitingly.

      Oh, fuck yes. Knight leaned up and took it down to the root, grabbing Rook’s ass as he did. Rook cried out, hands tight on his thighs.

      Rook managed a few words between gasps and moans. “Oh, God, that’s fucking good.”

      Yeah. Yeah, it was. Knight sucked hard, pulling with all he had. Rook’s mouth dropped down over his cock, the sudden suction fierce. Knight sucked in a huge breath and they went to town, sucking and rolling and licking.

      Rook was both good and enthusiastic, bobbing over his cock, licking and lapping like he was the best Popsicle in the world. Knight gave as good as he got, slurping at Rook’s cock like a fiend. Rook rocked his hips, cock slipping deep into his mouth. It felt like Rook’s pleasure fed his own and vice versa. A circle of spunk. He almost choked, but his muffled laughter must have felt good, because Rook groaned.

      The suction increased, and Rook touched his balls, stroked them. Knight could feel them drawing up, pulling tight against his body. Humming, Rook sent vibrations right through him. It felt fantastic, like pleasure overload.

      Soon, he thought, and he’d have said it, if his mouth wasn’t full. Rook’s rocking increased, though, so maybe he was right there, too. Rook slid his hands beneath Knight’s ass, digging strong fingers into his flesh. Knight squeezed too, and yeah, they were hearing each other.

      Rook pressed into his crack, finger stroking his hole, tapping it as Rook’s throat closed over the tip of his cock. Knight shot, swallowing over and over, begging Rook to join him. Rook shook, then came too, spunk pouring into his mouth and down his throat. Rook tasted like salty man with a hint of coffee. Knight approved.

      They held on, and suddenly they were both chuckling

      Rook pulled off his cock with a slurping noise, then he wriggled back around to cuddle into Knight’s arms. “That was hot, K. You’re a sexy, sexy man.”

      “That was fun as hell. Tell me you want to do it again.”

      “What kind of recovery time do you need?” Rook asked, eyes dancing.

      He could feel that Rook hadn’t come down at all, pretty cock hot and hard against his thigh. He nuzzled in and proved that he was doing just fine himself.

      “Oh, good. I still want to fuck you. I want to scream with you.” Rook wriggled against him some more, body rubbing on his.

      A flash of lightning lit the room up, followed almost immediately by the crash of thunder.

      “Oh! The storm’s here! Can we go to the roof and dance in the rain?” Rook asked.

      Knight laughed and tugged Rook up, hauling them up a set of stairs, both stark naked. Rook was right with him, hand tight in his, not complaining for a moment that they didn’t have clothes on.

      They burst out onto the roof just as the skies opened up, the heavy drops pouring down on them. Laughing, Rook let go of his hand and pirouetted.

      Knight applauded, and managed a handstand, damn near crashing to the ground as he heard, “Seriously, boys?”

      A big, muscled dude was leaning under an eave, watching them.

      “This is my roof, asshole,” Knight informed the man.

      “Officially it’s mine. I bought the building.”

      Rook laughed and grabbed Knight’s hand. “Look away if it’s too much for you. We’re worshiping the storm god!”

      Running them in a circle in the rain, Rook grabbed him close when the lightning flashed and the thunder boomed. Knight had to laugh, had to. This was too much fun to deny and the way the big dude stared, it was appreciation, not an incipient ass-kicking.

      Rook wrapped around him, mouth latching onto his so his laughter passed between them. Their bodies were slick from the rain and cold, but they heated up quickly wherever they touched.

      “You’re slippery,” he said, still caught in Rook’s kiss.

      “Slippery is good.” Rook waggled his eyebrows suggestively. The pretty face was lit up and glowing, blond hair plastered to Rook’s head.

      “Exhibitionist.” He loved it, loved how Rook was settled in his own body.

      “It brought you to me, didn’t it?” Rook laughed and kissed him again, wet and sloppy and sexy as hell.

      “Yes. You promised to let me draw you over and over.”

      “I will. But I want to fuck you first. You’ve got such a beautiful little ass and I want to plow it.” Rook’s words were frank and unapologetic.

      “Jesus, you two are…”

      Knight looked over at the big guy, waved his hand. “Shoo.”

      Rook chuckled. “Yeah, either piss or get off the pot. Or something like that.”

      Knight started giggling, suddenly tickled. “No golden showers.”

      Rook cackled. “No, that’s nasty. And you know that wasn’t what I meant.” Rook dug his fingers in, tickling, but also giving him gentler, more arousing touches. Rook seemed like a really sensual, sexual guy.

      “I did. I was playing. Come back down and have a cup of cocoa and we’ll pretend to watch a movie while we’re really fucking our brains out?” Knight suggested.

      The big guy could just stay put.

      Rook nodded. “Sounds perfect.”

      Knight agreed, because while Rook hadn’t admitted it, Knight could tell he was cold, his body beginning to shiver under the constant onslaught of cold rain.

      “Yeah. Come on. I’ve got you.” He’d quickly get Rook warmed through.

      “And I’ve got you. It’s perfect!”

      Holding hands, and moving a little more carefully so they didn’t slip on the stairs, now that their feet were wet, they headed back down to his place. Rook’s teeth were actually chattering by the time they made it back to his apartment. He locked up and grabbed towels from the warmer in the bathroom, then draped some over Rook.

      “Oh, that’s divine.” Rook dried himself off, then snuggled into Knight’s bed of pillows. “Do you need help with the cocoa? If it’s out of a tin, I can help. I’ve got good microwave mojo.”

      “Rock on.” He pulled out two cups and the box of hot chocolate. “Ta da.”

      Rook got up, leaving the towels behind, and they put together the mugs of hot chocolate and set them in the microwave.

      Rook took a kiss while they waited.

      “Mmm. Glad you came over, man. This is fun.”

      “Yeah. me, too, and it is. More fun than I’ve had in a long, long time.”

      “Well, that sucks, but on the other hand, yay -- that means I win.”

      “You do!” Rook rubbed against him, jumping when the microwave dinged.

      “I’ll grab the whipped cream. You stir.”

      “Oooo, whipped cream.” Rook wiggled enticingly. “That’ll be good on the hot chocolate, too.”

      Knight grinned and squirted a dollop on Rook’s chest.

      Rook shrieked, the sound turning into a laugh. Then he stepped up close. “Now you’ll have to lick it clean.”

      “That’s such a hardship…” He braced himself on Rook’s hips, leaned in and licked a line through the whipped cream.

      Rook moaned for him, and the taste of whipped cream on top of Rook was delicious.

      “I like it.” Knight licked again, making sure to nuzzle Rook’s nipple this time.

      Rook arched toward him. “Uh-huh. Me, too.”

      He could tell–-- he could hear it in Rook’s voice. The kid didn’t hide a thing.

      “Come back to bed. The TV’s big.” He licked the last bit, then grabbed his cocoa.

      “You don’t have to ask me twice.” Rook grabbed his own mug and the can of whipped cream, then followed him a little more sedately, probably in deference to the mug of hot liquid and all the naked flesh in the way.

      They settled in and he handed Rook the remote.

      “What do you like?” Rook asked, turning the TV on and flipping through the channels like it would blow up if he stopped on any of them for more than ten seconds.

      “I’m easy. I like things that aren’t boring.”

      “Everyone has a different idea of what’s boring. Oh, baseball. I like to watch their asses in those tight uniforms.” Rook gave him a smile, eyebrows wagging.

      “Works for me.” He could watch anything, really. He’d end up drawing anyway.

      “Cool.” Rook left it on the baseball and grabbed his cocoa, taking a sip and humming. Then Rook cuddled in, attention more on him than the television.

      “So are you always a model, lovely?”

      “You mean for a job? I’ve been doing it a few years. I really like it. Oh! I’ve just bought a sex toy shop! Or at least it’s in the works. It’s going to be so much fun.” Rook was so full of life.

      “Oh, man. Really? That totally rocks. Seriously. I’ll come as soon as it’s open!”

      “You, sir, will have an engraved invitation.” Rook cuddled in, fingers moving on his skin. “I’m trying to decide if I should have complimentary dildos for every customer on opening day. That would probably give my lawyer even bigger fits than the fact I’ve bought it has.”

      “That would be amazing. You have a lawyer? I have a manager.” That was about the same thing, he guessed.

      “I came into a lot of money. There’s a lawyer and an accountant and they think I’m crazy. It’s my money, though, and I can do what I want with it. The manager sells your artwork for you? Do you have pieces I can see?”

      “I have a whole studio of them.” He pointed to the door that lead to the side of the flat that had the moonrise and the sunset. “We can go explore whenever you want.”

      “Can we go look and then make love? Or will you get all arted up and need to be creative first if we go there?”

      “If I do, I’ll paint you and we’ll roll in the sheets.” He took a deep drink of sugary goodness. “Come on!”

      “Something I’ve never done before. It sounds like great fun!” Rook downed his hot chocolate and popped up, following him like a happy puppy.

      They headed into his studio, and Knight found himself holding his breath a little bit. He didn’t let people in here often.

      Rook moved from painting to painting, not saying a word. Then he turned, eyes bright. “Oh my God, Knight, You’re amazing.”

      “Yeah?” Then he remembered he was almost sort of famous in certain circles. “I am!”

      Rook laughed and grabbed him up in a hug. “You are. These are stunning. So sexual and alive.”

      “I’m glad you like them.” This was the most important part of him, the best part.

      “I do. I really do, Knight.” Rook prowled back around the room, stopping every now and then in front of one of the paintings and licking his lips, or shivering, clearly honestly appreciating Knight’s work. “You’re a genius. What were you doing in a life-drawing class?”

      “I like them. I know all the professors and they let me come and play.” He enjoyed the distraction, too.

      “Well, I’m so glad you did.” Rook came back to him, rubbing them together. “I can’t imagine missing out on you.”

      Oh, that felt good to hear. Damned good. “I know, right? It’s a good thing.”

      Rook slid his hands around Knight’s neck. “I’d be happy to sit for you privately. More than happy.”

      “Yeah? I could spend hours drawing you.” That wasn’t even flattery.

      Rook preened for him. “I’d let you. Although I’d probably want to break to climb your body and hump like monkeys on a regular basis.”

      “Yeah? Excellent. Why were you sitting? If you’re buying a store, you don’t need the fifty bucks.”

      “I like it. I like having people look at me and I love seeing what they do—how they interpret my body.” Rook shrugged. “Someone’s got to do it and being naked feels great.” Rook rubbed their naked bodies together, as if to prove his point.

      “You are a superb naked guy.” Knight made himself laugh.

      Rook kissed him and the laughter got caught between them, tickling him inside.

      “Come on. Let’s go back to bed.” They had things to do. Fun things.

      “Yes, please.” Rook grabbed his hand and pulled him back into the other room, making a beeline for the cushions.

      Knight did like the kid’s single-mindedness when it came to sex. Not all guys were so open and easy with their horniness. Him, he ran hot and cold, depending on the work. With a sweet ass like Rook’s in his bed, though, he thought there’d be a lot more hot than cold. As long as Rook understood when the time came, the art had priority, Knight didn’t see a thing wrong with that.

      They landed on the bed with a laugh. They’d work it out. Right now was about fun.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

        

      

    

    
      Rook picked up the picnic he’d ordered from La Petite Maison de Pain, and it looked adorable in an old-fashioned picnic basket. He also had a big bag with a blanket and a couple pillows in it. Everything they’d need for their picnic on the roof.

      He and Knight had been hanging out for weeks, fucking like bunnies and making art. He’d posed for Knight for what felt like days on end, Knight’s focus incredible. Knight himself was something else, something special, and Rook wasn’t planning to let go anytime soon.

      He let himself into Knight’s place. He had a key now, Knight having tossed it at him, saying that way Rook could come by and not disturb Knight if he was in the middle of something. Rook figured as long as ‘something’ wasn’t another guy, he was good with it.

      Which meant he was really into Knight. Like…really. He’d given up anyone else since they’d been together, not because they’d talked about it or anything, just because he hadn’t wanted to be with anyone else. Just Knight. That had never happened before and he was sure it might mean something deep. Right now he was focusing on the fun.

      As Rook let himself in, he called out so he didn’t surprise Knight. “Hey honey! I’m ho-ome.” It was a joke but it made him feel good, made him laugh to say it.

      “Hey, love!” Knight was making coffee, standing at the counter and reading the newspaper.

      Love. Oh, Rook did like that.

      He went over to Knight and took a coffee-flavored kiss. “Hey, lover.” He rubbed their bodies together. God, Knight made him want like nobody he’d ever met. So sexy. “I brought a picnic. I thought we could go sit on your roof.’

      “Oh? How fucking fun! Yes. Let’s go.” The paper was tossed in a pile on top of the recycling bin and Knight grabbed his coffee. “It’s a beautiful day.”

      “It is.” Rook laughed. Beautiful and bright, and Knight had a great roof for playing on.

      They went upstairs and it was sunny and breezy and perfect out. Rook spread the blanket and put down the pillows, then opened the basket. “Check it out. There’s plates and utensils and glasses in here, just like those old fashioned kits you see in the movies.” The food smelled good, too.

      “Yeah? I didn’t think those really existed. What smells so good?”

      “We’ve got fried chicken, potato salad, waffles, maple syrup.” He continued pulling stuff out. “Corn salad. Roast beef sandwiches and cheesecake, brownies and cookies.” He laughed. There was enough to feed them for days.

      “Longest picnic ever!” Knight was a sugar nut, so Rook wasn’t surprised when he grabbed a waffle and a piece of chicken.

      “It means we don’t have to leave the apartment for food,” Rook pointed out, grabbing the container of potato salad and a fork.

      “Excellent point. I approve. Potato me.” Knight opened up for a bite.

      He stabbed a creamy potato and pressed the fork against Knight’s lips. “You’ll have to share the chicken. I’ll have my own piece if I like yours.”

      “Hrmf.” Knight nodded, so that must’ve been a yes.

      He laughed and leaned, biting at the chicken leg Knight held. It was really good, and he moved in to lick at the bit of potato salad on Knight’s lips. It went really well with the chicken.

      “Are you two at it again?”

      “What the hell?” Knight looked toward the voice, scowling. “My roof, dude. Mine.”

      “No, I don’t think so. You have access to it as a part of your rental agreement, but it’s my roof.” It was the same dude who’d caught them dancing in the rain all those weeks ago.

      That had been an amazing first date and Rook wriggled with the memory.

      Knight glared. “I have exclusive access, fuckmonkey.”

      “I’m the landlord. I can be on the roof anytime I want,” countered the blond dude.

      Rook stood, getting between Knight and the big, hot stud. “We don’t have to fight. Although what the hell is your problem? We’re having a damn picnic is all.”

      “Maybe he’s so deep in the closet he got lost.” Oh, Knight was going to get them killed.

      At the same time, that was hilarious. Rook peeked over at the big guy.

      Big, Blond and Buff looked at Knight like that man had two heads.

      God, what a stud. It was too bad he seemed so disapproving. Rook would love it if he joined them. Well, if Knight was into it, too.

      “You want some chicken?” he offered. It was a sad consolation prize compared to him and Knight, but it was something.

      Blondie raised an eyebrow but headed for them and took the chicken.

      Rook pointed to the blanket. “There’s enough room for you to sit and enjoy it.” See? They weren’t doing anything wrong. He nudged Knight.

      Knight nodded. “The food rocks.” He held one hand out. “I’m Knight and this is Rook.”

      Rook watched as Blondie’s hand swallowed up Knight’s. “Bishop.”

      Rook started laughing as he shook Bishop’s hand.

      One blond eyebrow went up. “There something funny?”

      “Are you kidding?” Rook asked. “Rook, Knight and Bishop?” He thought it was fucking hilarious.

      “All we need is a king and queen, huh?” Knight cackled, the sound like a huge bird.

      “Oh, I can do a pretty good queen when I want to.” Rook preened as Bishop laughed. Oh, the man had a nice, deep chuckle. Very nice.

      He and Knight sat back down, and Bishop joined them. They all nibbled for a while, not saying anything.

      “The potato salad is really good.” Rook offered the container to Bishop, along with a fork.

      He had to admit, if Bishop hadn’t been here, he and Knight would have probably been going at it after the first couple bites. This way they got a little anticipation, right?

      He tried the corn salad, the bite of acidity surprising and bright. “Oh, God, this is good.” He offered a spoonful to Knight.

      Knight opened like a little bird, snapping the bite up.

      “Isn’t it good?” He wondered how Knight would describe the flavor. He loved how Knight saw things.

      “Bright. All silvers and cobalt blue. I love it.”

      Rook beamed. “I love that.”

      He didn’t care that they weren’t alone, he leaned in and planted one on Knight’s lips. Knight obviously didn’t mind either, because he gave Rook one right back.

      Licking Knight’s lips as the kiss ended, Rook sat back, smiling like mad. “It almost taste as good as you, K.”

      Bishop rolled his eyes, but Rook didn’t really care.

      “So what are you doing here, really, Bishop? You’re too young to actually own the building, right?” Knight winked at Bishop.

      “I really do own the building. And aren’t you too young to be a famous artist?”

      “Absolutely.” Knight grinned. “Either that or I’m an immortal.”

      “Oh, wouldn’t that be fun!” Rook asked. As long as there was no chopping off of heads or anything in some weird attempt at global domination by a single immortal.

      Bishop chuckled softly.

      “It would, except that you’d want the decent people immortal too, right?” Knight asked.

      “Are you saying you’re not decent?” Rook supposed it depended on what you meant by decent.

      “God, no. I’m obscene!”

      “Thank goodness, because I love obscene.” Rook really did prefer it.

      “Yeah, that’s always more fun.” The quiet words from Bishop surprised him.

      He gave Bishop a smile and nodded. “It is. Me and Knight are way more fun.”

      Bishop grinned at him, seemed to unbend a little more. He could so handle less judgment, and he didn’t want Knight getting into a big fight. Fucking was far better than fighting any day.

      Knight offered Bishop part of a sandwich. Bishop took it with a nod and a “thanks,” and Rook just beamed. Not having the landlord mad at you was a good thing.

      Of course, he wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do. He grabbed a piece of brownie, taking little nibbles.

      “So seriously, is there a problem with the building, or are you just bored?” Knight asked Bishop.

      “No problem with the building. I tend to hang out up here to think. I like the fresh air and the peace and quiet.”

      “So we’re cramping your style?” Rook asked.

      “Nah, I’m just worried you’re going to get yourselves arrested for public indecency. This isn’t the tallest building in the area.” Bishop nodded to the high rises to the right.

      “But we’re not public.” Knight waved to anyone who might be watching.

      “I have a feeling if someone made a fuss, this would be considered public.” Bishop shrugged. “If you don’t care if you’re arrested or not, though, I suppose there’s nothing I can do about that.”

      “You care, though,” Rook noted. And he didn’t think it was because Bishop was worried about his property. He thought it was because Bishop cared about something bad happening to them.

      Bishop shrugged, and suddenly Knight pushed over and hugged the big guy tight before settling back down to nibble on a cookie.

      Oh, that had been hot. Rook was surprised that he wasn’t just a little bit jealous, but he wasn’t. He wanted to hug Bishop too. And maybe see Bishop and Knight fuck or something. He licked his lips and kept his thoughts to himself.

      Bishop just stared at Knight, then reached out, stole Knight’s cookie and took a bite. Rook laughed, eyes wide as he watched, eager to see how Knight would react to that. He was utterly fascinated.

      “You took my cookie, you little turd.” Knight reached up and pinched Bishop’s nipple.

      Bishop gasped, looking shocked. For about two seconds. Then he leaned in and grabbed Knight’s nipple through his shirt, holding on. “There’s nothing little about me.”

      Rook looked the big guy up and down and had to agree. Knight sucked in a deep breath, and Rook could feel the electricity firing. Oh, he wanted in on that. He moaned. Loudly.

      Finally Rook growled at them. “Just kiss already.”

      Bishop grabbed Knight by the back of the head, dragged their bodies together and took Knight’s mouth in a take no prisoners kiss. Moaning, Rook humped the air, the heat between Bishop and Knight absolutely incendiary. Plus, he got to kiss Bishop next and the man was getting hotter by the second.

      God, this was fun.

      He reached out, ran his hand down Knight’s back, along Bish’s thigh, keeping them connected. He watched for about thirty more seconds before he couldn’t stand being left out in the cold for a moment longer. He pushed in, pressing his lips against theirs.

      Then things went from heated to nuclear. He’d never had a three-way kiss before and he wasn’t sure why he’d waited so long. It was fucking spectacular.

      Neither Bishop nor Knight tried to keep him out of it. They both welcomed him in and he felt like a part of something extra special. Moaning, he pressed his body against theirs as their tongues all slid together.

      “Talk…talk about giving the neighbors a show.” Knight moaned, teasing them all.

      Rook giggled.

      Bishop chuckled. “Much as I’d like to say screw it, I think we’d be far more comfortable in a bed. If that’s where this is going.”

      “Oh, I hope that’s where this is going,” Rook replied.

      Both he and Bishop looked at Knight.

      “I have a big bed downstairs.”

      Oh, fuck yes.

      “It’s more of a nest,” Rook had to point out as he jumped up and started throwing things into the picnic basket. “But I bet there’s more room there than in an actual bed.”

      “It’s soft and there’s room for acrobatics. Do you like to fuck, Bishop?” Knight asked.

      “I’m a fucking master at fucking, Knight.”

      Rook was back to giggling. Fucking master at fucking. He loved it.

      He handed the blanket to Knight and the basket to Bishop, then took their free hands in his and led them downstairs. He wanted to play.
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        * * *

      

      Bishop went downstairs with Knight and Rook, not quite believing he was doing this. A threesome with the two sexy fuckers who’d been dancing naked on his roof during the storm. He hadn’t really been surprised when he’d noticed them headed back up to the roof today. He had been a little surprised they weren’t already naked. The two of them exuded sexuality and were fucking hot.

      The skinny Knight especially called to his Toppy side. Rook just made him want to fuck. So different and yet he wanted them both. And instead of being damned for it, the universe was giving him the both of them. He obviously had built up some good fucking karma.

      Knight let them into the apartment that took up the majority of the fifth floor and Bishop was impressed. The place was huge, but didn’t look like a warehouse. It was warm and bright and there was the biggest pile of pillows and covers by the some of the windows.

      He looked around, nodding. “Not bad. Not bad at all.”

      “Thank you. Get naked.” Bossy little fuck.

      “Are you always this pushy?” he asked, not making any attempt whatsoever to get naked.

      Rook laughed, already nearly completely undressed.

      “Yes.” And Knight didn’t look worried about that fact at all.

      It made Bishop laugh and he stood with his legs spread slightly, put his hands on his hips and made a demand of his own. “You get me naked.”

      Rook stopped mid-step, one foot still in the jeans that were pooled on the floor, his eyes wide. He looked from Bishop to Knight, and back to Bishop.

      Knight gave Bishop a stare, then slowly pulled off his own shirt. Bishop let one of his eyebrows go up. Knight would be a huge challenge. A very fun huge challenge. He stayed right where he was, watching and still not getting himself undressed

      It was Rook who came to him and began unbuttoning his shirt.

      “I didn’t tell you to do it,” he noted.

      Rook just laughed and kept unbuttoning. “You guys can have this stand-off later—I just want to make like bunnies.”

      Knight slid out his pants, exposing a tight, tiny little ass that Bishop wanted to plow. His cock went from partly interested to full on hard, just like that. Okay, he could get behind the battle of wills later fuck now plan.

      “Oh, this bad boy is totally worth playing with!” Rook hooted. “Knight, come see!”

      Rook wrapped his cock in one hand, tugging on him as Knight came over, offering him a whistle. Bishop grunted, the sensations and praise making him feel ten feet tall.

      “Oh. That’s a yummy bite. I’m glad you came to play.” Knight stroked him, one firm tug, base to tip.

      “Uh-huh. As long as you don’t bite,” he managed to get out. God, that was a nice firm touch. The two of them were making him crazy.

      “I make no promises,” Knight said, even as Rook shook his head.

      “Like we’d hurt that,” said Rook. “It’s perfect.”

      “You’re a keeper,” Bishop told Rook. Then he looked at Knight. “And you need a spanking.” His palm itched to do it.

      “Yeah, well, good luck with that.” Knight’s hand disappeared, the skinny artist slipping behind Rook and now it was Rook getting that touch.

      “We’ll talk about it later.” Bishop could be patient.

      Rook rolled his eyes. “You wanna fuck or what?”

      He nodded. He did.

      “Good.” Rook pounced him, their mouths coming together hard.

      Knight’s hand ended up trapped between them, the pressure of Knight’s knuckles against his shaft making him gasp. Rook hummed, tongue sliding into his mouth. The kid was an eager kisser. Good at it, too. Between Rook’s mouth and Knight’s hand, they were getting him well and truly revved up.

      He decided to focus on Rook. Let Knight, the little shit, come ask for it. Rook was certainly into it, all writhing and rubbing. Rook had a great cock, nice and long when hard. And it was hot, like a brand against Bishop’s hips and thighs.

      “Want me to suck you?” Rook asked, eyes glittering.

      “Has any man ever said no?” he asked.

      Rook actually stopped kissing and rubbing and seemed to be really pondering the question. Then he nodded. “There was that one guy who was deep in the closet—like deep, deep. He decided he’d rather kick my ass because I knew he was gay than actually have a blow job. So yeah, it’s happened.”

      “Did he manage it?” Rook wasn’t huge but he wasn’t a lightweight, either.

      “Nope. Luckily I wasn’t so far into it or drunk enough not to notice the anger come over his face. I got out of there before a single punch was thrown.” Rook shrugged. “It would have probably been a fair fight, but I’m not into trading punches.”

      No, Rook was clearly a lover all the way through. He didn’t need to spend much time with the guy to learn that.

      “I’m into blowjobs.” Bishop grinned, making the request crystal clear.

      Rook beamed. “Me too!” With that Rook dropped to his knees, hands sliding on his cock, touching and tracing it, measuring it and learning its shape. “God, you really are stunning.”

      Rook’s change in position put Bishop and Knight face to face. He stared Knight down, the near-black eyes shiny, fascinating. Knight stared right back, strong and bratty, but there was pure need beneath the defiance.

      Rook’s lips wrapped around just the head of his cock, holding him tightly while Rook played over Bishop’s cockhead with his agile tongue. Oh, fuck. It was a challenge to keep his eyes open, to watch Knight while Rook drove him out of his mind.

      Knight’s hand was wrapped around his own cock and he was jacking it slowly as he stared defiantly.

      God, Bishop wanted to put Knight over his knee and spank him. Then fuck his brains out.

      Rook took him in deep and swallowed around the head of his cock.

      “Jesus!” His eyes rolled back and he thrust hard.

      Rook took it, hands wrapping around his hips, not to still him or control him, like he would have guessed, but to encourage him. And every time his cock went deep, Rook would swallow around the head. He was going to die a very happy man.

      When he got his eyes open again, he could see Knight giving him a shit-eating grin.

      “He’s good at that, isn’t he?” Knight said.

      “Fucking perfect.” Rook was a cockhound and there was nothing like that, having a man that wanted to suck.

      Knight seemed to relax some at that, his gaze dropping to the top of Rook’s blond head, which was bobbing away. Every time Rook pulled back, he could see his flesh shining and wet from Rook’s mouth. Then Rook would come forward again as he thrust, spreading wide Rook’s red, swollen lips.

      Knight jacked himself hard, fingers sliding on his prick, showing it off. Sexy fucker.

      Bishop let his eyes drop partway closed, watching Rook’s head bob and Knight’s fingers fly. It was starting to smell like sex, too, the three of them sweating, filling the place with an earthy, male scent. God, the pheromones had to be thick.

      Rook did this thing with his tongue—a swirl and a tug and slap—and he cried out. Shit, he was going to come any second now, Rook getting him there much quicker than he was used to taking. He slid his hands through the blond hair, groaning as he fought holding Rook’s head in place and simply fucking his mouth.

      “Fucking sweet, man,” Bishop managed to say through gritted teeth. “Don’t stop.”

      “He won’t,” Knight assured him.

      Rook’s laugh vibrated along his cock. Then the suction became stronger, like Rook was showing off. Just what he needed—two horny, pushy men. Actually, it sounded like a great fucking plan.

      Rook’s grip on his thighs tightened and Bishop felt like they were rounding the bend and headed straight for the cliff edge. It wasn’t going to be long now. Rook was entirely too good. He let it happen, sank into the pleasure, the need.

      Rook swallowed around the head of his cock and that was it. He shot hard, a low, grunting noise pulling up from his belly.

      “Fuck. Good. Yes.” He stroked Rook’s head.

      Rook took every drop, then spun to pounce on Knight, knocking the man over into the bed. “Your turn!”

      That afforded him an amazing view of Rook’s ass, high in the air as Rook bent to his task of blowing Knight. It bobbed along with Rook’s head, mesmerizing him. Knight moaned, fingers sliding on the mussed sheets, hips rocking up restlessly. Bishop didn’t blame the man. He knew how that mouth felt now.

      One of Rook’s hands stole up along Knight’s side and two pretty fingers twisted Knight’s nipple. Knight groaned and arched, the sight stealing his breath.

      Bishop’s cock jerked. It had never gone soft, but now it was staying nice and firm for sure. He wanted to plow that pretty ass in front of him. Hell, he wanted to do them both.

      “Want to fuck you, Rook. Want in.” Bishop knew he sounded like a cave man, but it was the best he could do.

      Rook waved that pretty ass from side to side, the offer clear as day.

      Knight laughed, the sound thick. “The answer to that is always going to be yes, please, man. Rookie is a horny fucker.”

      “Lube?” he growled, and Knight pointed to a tube and rubbers right on the bed of cushions.

      Talk about being prepared, these two fuck-monkeys had a huge tub of the stuff and the biggest row of rubbers he’d ever seen. He appreciated men who knew what they wanted and weren’t ashamed of it.

      Grabbing both, he knelt behind Rook, hands going to that sweet ass. Rook pushed right back into his touch, offering himself like the sweetest slut ever. He opened the lube and slicked up his fingers, teasing Rook’s hot crack. He went from the top to the bottom of it, rubbing hard against Rook’s hole on the way. Rook’s groan was audible around Knight’s cock and it made Knight buck and moan as well.

      “Hot little fuck.” Bishop meant both of them.

      Knight’s shit-eating smile said he knew he was included.

      Rook’s ass just pushed more insistently into his touches. He could almost hear the demand for more. He pinched Rook, then pushed two fingers in, slamming them in deep. Rook’s head came off Knight’s cock, a sound like a howl coming from him. Knight’s noise was more like a wail from losing Rook’s mouth.

      “There. There, God.” Rook pressed back against him, writhing like a wild man.

      “Rookie, you’re fired,” Knight muttered, the words more than a little plaintive.

      Rook giggled and patted Knight’s cock. “I’ll be back. In a second.” Then Rook looked back over his shoulder. “Don’t stop, Bishop. Don’t.”

      “Dude, you stopped!” Knight protested.

      “I’m coming back,” Rook said, voice thick, ass pushing back and forth, Rook riding his fingers like a pro. Then he dove onto Knight’s cock again.

      Knight arched, and Bishop’s mouth went a little dry at the sight of them both together.

      Rook pushed back insistently, letting him know that he’d stopped finger-fucking. He pulled his fingers out, lubed them up again and pushed three in this time. Rook’s back arched for him, like a cat’s.

      “Needy fucker,” he groaned.

      “You have no fucking idea,” Knight said.

      Rook simply hummed around Knight’s cock, making Knight cry out and buck again. Bishop pushed in harder, giving Rook what he so clearly wanted. Rook’s ass was tight, muscles fluttering around him and drawing him in deeper.

      Rook pulled off and ordered, “More!” then swallowed Knight back down again. Knight looked like he’d been on the verge, only to be drawn back again.

      He did love a wicked tease, so he pegged Rook’s gland again. Crying out, Rook arched and came off Knight’s cock, making Knight wail.

      “Oh, God. Gonna kill me dead,” Rook muttered, rubbing his cheek on Knight’s needy erection.

      “I’m going to fucking kill you dead.” Knight rolled out from under Rook and started jacking himself again.

      Rook whimpered. “Knight! I want that.”

      Bishop leaned over Rook and slapped Knight’s hand away. “Give him your cock, Knight.”

      “Fuck you, man. Rook’s needing.”

      And this hot fucker had a temper and a half.

      “Need your cock,” Rook said. “Both of them. One each end, right?” Rook wiggled for him and opened his mouth for Knight. “Please?”

      “You’re a butthead.” Still Knight allowed Rook to cajole and tempt.

      Rook nipped softly at the tip of Knight’s cock, then licked it. Having had that mouth just the once, Bishop didn’t know how Knight was resisting. Knight moaned deep in his chest and pressed closer, giving in. Rook latched on hard. Bishop could see the hard suction in the way Rook’s cheeks hollowed as his head bobbed.

      Rook wiggled his ass, too, as if worried Bishop had forgotten about the ass he was about to ream. Jesus, like he could forget.

      He pulled his fingers all the way out, then pushed them in again, fucking Rook with them, making the lovely man dance on his fingers. Knight and Rook’s noises merged together to make a sexy and sensual song. He pushed the rubber over his cock one-handed, stroking a couple of times before moving to replace fingers with prick.

      Rook came off Knight again to cry out. “Yes! Please!”

      This time Knight didn’t even bother to complain. He just grabbed his cock and popped the tip, making himself shoot. Rook didn’t seem to mind that he had come all over his face, in fact, he was licking his lips, before diving back onto Knight’s cock to clean him up. Low moans sounded, each one accompanied by a squeeze of Rook’s ass around his cock.

      Bishop watched Knight as he fucked Rook, heat buzzing through him. Knight watched him, dark eyes staring at him as he gave Rook what the sweet slut wanted. Rook’s ass squeezed around him, tight and perfect.

      It was, hands down, the hottest thing ever.

      “More,” Rook demanded, pushing back hard.

      Knight shifted, moved in and attacked Rook’s mouth, the kiss sexy as hell to watch. Knight’s hands wrapped around Rook’s hips, pushing them harder. Oh fuck, these two were trying to kill him. It would be a hell of a way to go, though.

      Bishop slammed them together, trying to fuck Knight too, feel them both. Rook cried out, one sweet, needy sound following another. Knight was watching as he rocked Rook’s hips, looking at the kid with a light in his eyes. God, Bishop never wanted this to end.

      Knight’s hands shifted and Rook went even tighter around him, the kid’s cries getting louder.

      “Come on, Rookie. Show him what you feel like around his cock when you shoot.”

      “Fuck yes!” Rook jerked hard, then started moaning, deep in his chest, that fine ass rippling around him, milking his cock.

      Knight’s arm moved faster, and he knew the man was jacking Rook hard, even if he couldn’t see it. Rook shuddered and cried out, the tightness increasing as the scent of come filled the air.

      “Goddamn.” Bishop bit the word out and shot, filling the condom with a wild cry.

      Rook’s body continued to milk him, sending sweet aftershocks through him as he watched Knight take Rook’s mouth, their kiss sloppy and long, sexy. When the kiss was over, Rook collapsed onto the ground, Bishop’s cock sliding out of him.

      “Not bad.” Knight winked at him, one dark eyebrow arched.

      Bishop snorted. “No, not bad at all. But you’ll be able to judge properly when I do you.” He was going to make Knight ask for it, though. Such a pushy boy. A real challenge and Bishop found that exciting.

      “Maybe.” Knight chuckled, winked over at him, playful as fuck.

      “You’ll want it.” Bishop would make sure it happened.

      Rook laughed softly, and stroked his thigh. “You should give him a ride, Knight. He’s magnificent.”

      Bishop grinned down into happy blue eyes. “You’re something else, Rookie.”

      “Something good, I hope.” Rookie licked his lips, eyes smiling up at him. Beautiful flirt.

      Bishop nodded. “Something very good.”

      Knight’s head bobbed and they were in agreement on something. “He’s special.”

      Rook preened. “This is a hell of an amazing picnic we’ve had.”

      Bishop had to laugh. “At least we’re finishing it up inside instead of on the roof.”

      “There was probably rain coming.”

      Rook poked Knight in the ribs and the two of them started a tickle war, writhing and rubbing together. Bishop lay down among the pillows, watching the sexed-up action. They really were hot. When they pounced him, he went down in a mass of naked flesh.

      He was never going to survive the rest of the day, but he couldn’t find it in him to care.
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      Knight had his head down in his studio working. Last time he’d talked to Rookie, the kid was planning to see one of Bishop’s places once he had the store  open that was. Sucked to be busy if you were them, he guessed. He loved his own version of busy. It meant things were going well and he loved it when inspiration took him by the balls and rode him hard. Hooking up with Rookie had his juices flowing, too. His canvases were covered in big, bold colors that shouted sex and lust and fucking. It was damn sexy.

      The knocking on the door wasn’t, so he turned his music up higher and ignored it.

      He couldn’t ignore the warm fingers sliding on his skin, though, Rook’s soft laughter in his ears. “If you didn’t want me to invade anytime I wanted, you’re going to regret giving me a key.”

      “I don’t regret it.” He lifted his face to offer Rook a kiss.

      “Yay.” Rook took his mouth, lips soft and warm as they pressed against his. Rook squeezed him, hands finding purchase on his ass.

      “Mmm.” The brush fell from his fingers, and he melted into Rook’s arms.

      Rook’s kiss deepened, tongue opening his lips and pushing in. Knight was naked, but Rook wasn’t and the texture of his soft T-shirt and rough jeans felt neat against Knight’s skin.

      “Do you always paint in the nude?” Bishop’s voice surprised him, made him stiffen.

      “Oh yeah.” Rook gave him a grin. “I met him in the hall. Is it okay if he comes in?”

      “Sure.” There was something about Bishop, something he simply didn’t get. Something that made him…mad? That wasn’t quite it, though.

      “Such enthusiasm,” murmured Bishop.

      “Ignore him,” muttered Rook. “I want your cock.” Rook slid down his body, hands rubbing all the way.

      Problem was, he couldn’t ignore Bishop. He couldn’t stop looking. Hell, he couldn’t stop watching Bish look at his work.

      Rook breathed heat on his cock, then took in the tip, sucking it like it was a straw. Then Rook slapped the very tip with his tongue.

      Knight gasped, almost losing his balance, and suddenly Bishop was there, right there, holding him up.

      “I’ve got you,” Bishop told him.

      Knight rested against Bishop’s strength, all those muscles so solid behind him as Rook took more of his cock into the hot, talented mouth.

      “Oh. Oh, God.” He’d been working for days. Days. This felt like heaven on earth.

      Bishop’s fingers moved over his belly and his ribs, slid to tease his nipples. For his part, Rook was proving yet again why Knight loved his mouth. It was so hot, the suction hard and sure.

      He sucked in deep breaths, trying to control himself, but he was so tired, so worn. And Rookie’s mouth was not asking for control. No, Rook wanted his passion, his come, his pleasure. Humming like he was agreeing with Knight’s thoughts, Rook sent vibrations all through his penis and balls.

      “Oh, God!” Knight arched, ass rubbing against Bishop’s leg.

      “Feels like heaven when he’s sucking you, doesn’t it?” Bishop asked, like he was the expert after a single session with Rook’s mouth. He wasn’t wrong, though.

      Knight didn’t bother to answer. He just wanted the pressure to ease, to relax. Rook’s head bobbed, lips sliding on his cock. Bishop’s fingers added to the sensations, plucking at his nipples now. It was like he had wires running between them and his cock and Bishop and Rook were meeting through it.

      “Oh. Oh. Oh!” Knight cried out, head back and Bishop was right there, lips crashing down on him.

      Everything distilled down to Bishop’s mouth and fingers, and Rook’s mouth. Knight wasn’t even aware of whether he was standing on his feet or completely lying against Bishop to stay upright, and he really didn’t give a fuck. He had what he needed, right here and now.

      Rook’s fingers wrapped around his thighs, digging in and encouraging him to buck, pushing his cock deeper into Rook’s mouth. Bishop helped him do it, and he could feel that long, hard cock along his ass through Bishop’s jeans as he and Bishop bucked forward.

      “Please.” God, he needed help. “Please.”

      “Come on, Rook, stop teasing him,” Bishop ordered.

      Rook growled and that sound went straight to his balls. Rook swallowed hard, lips fastened around the base of his cock. It was a fucking revelation. No one had ever done that to him, for him, whatever. It felt amazing and just kept getting better. Knight wasn’t giving Rook up.

      He reached up, arching to wrap his arms around Bishop’s neck. The change in position seemed to send him even deeper into Rook’s throat, and it closed over his tip as Rook swallowed.

      Knight shot like a bottle rocket, his entire body clenching with sheer pleasure. Rook drank him down, each swallow pulling one sweet aftershock after another out of him.

      Fuck, that had been amazing.

      Bishop still held him, one hand heavy and hot on his hip. Rook cleaned up his cock, tongue moving on his flesh, then loving on his balls and nuzzling the skin of his crotch. Knight blinked down, suddenly so tired that he couldn’t think.

      Rook backed away and Bishop began to lower him down. Rook shook his head, though. “On the pillows.”

      Bishop picked him up in those strong arms like he weighed nothing.

      “Silly Knight,” Rook teased. “You’ve been working yourself to death.”

      He couldn’t argue with that.

      “You boys need some food, in you—both of you,” Bishop suggested.

      “Do you cook?” Rook asked.

      “A little. But even better, I know how to order the best food in town.”

      “That works for me! Knight?”

      “Food.” Knight wanted to melt with them, stay close and warm.

      Bishop grunted. “Yeah, okay. I can order some food. You guys want Chinese? Italian? Greek? Burgers?”

      Rook rubbed against Knight and shrugged. “I’m easy. What do you want, K?”

      “Greek. I like salty.”

      “Greek it is.” Bishop shifted him and moved down the apartment a little as he pulled his phone from his jeans pocket.

      Rook cuddled in with him, touching him with long, idle touches. “Hey, K. How’re you doing?”

      “Good. Good. Working. Did you see them?” Did you like them?

      “I saw! They were sexy as hell. Like on a deep level.” Rook gave him a smile. “They’re us, aren’t they? You and me and Bishop all wrapped up in dark passion.”

      “They’re us. My head hurts, Rookie.” And he wasn’t going to make it to food, he didn’t think. He was warm and comfortable. He didn’t want to worry about being awake.

      Rook’s hand went to his forehead, clever fingers rubbing across his temples, then dragging back over his scalp. “Why don’t you close your eyes until the food comes? I’m betting you haven’t slept or eaten in days and your body is pretty pissed off at you.”

      “Uh-huh. Love you, Rookie.” Knight sighed the words, then he was dreaming, soaring.
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        * * *

      

      Knight loved him.

      Whoa. Just whoa. Rook looked up at Bishop and grinned. “Did you hear that?”

      “I did.” Bishop crouched next to him, watching him and Knight both. “Do you love him back?”

      Rook didn’t really have to think about it, his head nodding automatically. That made him catch his breath and he tilted his head and really thought about it. Did he love Knight? Yeah, yeah, he did. It was more than just amazing sex—which it totally was. It was…yeah, love. “I do.”

      “Maybe I ought to leave, huh? Sounds like you two have things to discuss.”

      Rook again nodded without thinking. “Not that we wouldn’t have a blast if you stayed, but…” He shrugged. “We need to say it again and fuck, then do them both over again.” Maybe even eat at some point.

      “Yeah.” Bishop looked at them both, then gave him a smile. “See you around, kid.”

      “I’m sure you’ll have to chase us off the roof again soon.” Rook laughed and touched Bishop’s thigh, the muscle there impressive, making him want to lick. “Don’t be a stranger.”

      Just because he and Knight loved each other, didn’t mean they couldn’t play together with the hot landlord, right? He guessed that would be something they had to talk about.

      “Yeah.” Bishop headed out without another word, without another look, and Rook got the feeling that he’d just lost something important.

      He watched the door for a long moment, then shook himself and cuddled into Knight, sharing body heat.

      He’d wait to get undressed until their food had come, then if Knight hadn’t woken up, he’d simply strip and cuddle. It wasn’t like the food wouldn’t keep. Nuzzling in, he licked at Knight’s skin, taking a taste of the first guy he’d ever said I love you to and meant it. Well, except for the part where he hadn’t actually said it yet.

      He would, though. He totally would. In fact, he wanted to wake Knight up, just so he could tell him. That would be mean, though. God knew when the last time Knight had actually slept was. Nothing like a little interruption and a good orgasm to make a man comatose.

      Rook giggled softly and whispered, “I love you too, Knight.” He really did. Really.

      Wow.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER FOUR


          

        

      

    

    
      Knight ordered another cup of coffee, sketching as he cooled his heels. He’d met with his agent and he was waiting for Rook to be done at the store. God, that coffee was good.

      He glanced up as the bell over the door rang, but instead of it being Rookie, it was Bishop, the big stud looking good in a tight T-shirt and a pair of jeans. Good enough to eat. Knight smiled, even though he tried not to. Knight liked the big guy, even though he was a pushy bastard.

      Bishop looked surprised, but smiled back and headed over in his direction. “Hey. I haven’t seen you guys on my roof lately.”

      “I’ve been working my ass off and Rookie’s prepping for his grand opening. Have a sit?”

      “Sure.” Bishop sat, not even going to get coffee first. “So he really does have a sex shop, hmm?” Bishop chuckled. “He’s all about the sex, isn’t he?”

      “One hundred percent. He’s the happiest guy I’ve ever met.” Totally unlike Knight himself.

      “Yeah, I kind of got that impression. He’s pretty happy with you too.”

      Knight shrugged. Rook loved him, warts and moods and all. It was pretty fucking spectacular, actually. “I can be a bitch,” Knight admitted. “He copes with it.”

      “I’ve noticed on both accounts.” Bishop gave him a sly smile. “I know how to deal with bitchiness myself.”

      “Yeah? You have a lot of them hanging around?”

      “Nope. I just know what pushy boys like you need, especially when you get ornery.” Bishop leaned in, gaze locking onto him.

      “Boys?” His cock lifted, filled fast and hard. They’d talked about it—him and Rook—about adding Bishop in with them, about playing.

      “You heard me. You have a powerful need and I know how to feed it.” Bishop’s gaze was fucking intense.

      “You don’t know dick about me.” Jesus fucking Christ. He had to work hard not to squirm.

      “I’ve seen your dick a few times. I would think out of everything I might know or not know about you, that dick of yours is something I know.” Bishop winked.

      The bell over the door went off again, Rookie bounding in, all smiles and happiness.

      “Bish! Hey, gorgeous!” Rook bebopped over and kissed Bish hard. Then he sat in next to Knight and grabbed his face, kissing him just as hard, body pressed tightly against him. One hand dropped to his upper thigh, and squeezed. “Hey, lover.”

      Rook seemed to get a kick out of calling him that ever since they’d first said “I love you” to each other.

      “Hey, Rookie.” Knight nodded at Bishop. “Look who I found.”

      “So I see. He’s very pretty.” Rook’s eyes twinkled up at him.

      “Pretty?” Bishop grumbled.

      “Adorable?” Knight tried.

      Bishop’s eyebrow shot up and Rookie giggled, rubbing his cock through his jeans under the cover of the table.

      “Cute,” Rook suggested.

      “Delicate.” Knight liked this game.

      That word saw Rookie burst out laughing, hard enough he snorted a few times.

      “That’s a stretch,” Rook noted when he could finally speak.

      “Maybe a little.” Knight had to grin, then the laughter busted from him.

      The two of them laughed together, Rook leaning against him, as Bishop watched them, a smile on his face at least.

      Then Bishop chuckled. “Nuts. The pair of you.”

      “We have a pair each,” Rook put in, dissolving back into peals of laughter.

      “God, Rookie. Go get us all coffee, huh?” Knight said and Rook threw a napkin at him.

      “You go, butthead. I’ve been on my feet all day.”

      “Oh, how did it go? Good day?” Knight asked.

      “Yeah! We’re going to totally be ready for the grand opening on Saturday. There’s an amazing array of toys. Like amazing.”

      “Have you tried them all out personally?” Bishop asked.

      “Not yet, but about half of them so far. I’ll get to the rest.”

      That made Knight happy. “My Rook, perv peddler.”

      Rook nodded, looking pleased. “I am. It’s a beautiful thing.”

      The hand on his thigh was a beautiful thing as well, Rook’s fingers teasing along the edge of his package.

      “I’ll go get coffees,” Bish offered.

      “They know what we get,” Knight told the man.

      “Thanks, big guy, that’d be great. Get me something sticky and gooey, too, please,” Rook asked.

      Standing, Bishop gave a little chuckle. “I can do that.”

      Rook wriggled even closer once Bishop had gone. “You smell good, K. Did you put cologne or something on?”

      “Nope. Just coffee and a cinnamon bun.” He slipped his hand along Rookie’s leg, his eyes on Bishop’s ass.

      “Well, it smells good on you.” Rook wriggled beneath his touch and hummed softly. “And you feel good.” Then Rook followed his gaze. “Mmm. He’s pretty fucking hot, isn’t he?”

      “He is. You think he just lost interest?” He knew better. He’d heard the promise in that ‘boy’.

      Rook shook his head. “I think he’s waiting for a proper invitation.” Turning, Rook met his gaze. “Do you think we should extend one to him?”

      “Is it going to piss you off?” He didn’t want that. Rook was…his lover, and he wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize that.

      Rook shook his head. “I think he’s special and I think I could love him, too.” Rook rubbed against him. “I love you so much, but that doesn’t mean there’s no more room in me for more love. But only if it’s what you want, too. “

      “Why does everything that comes out of your mouth sound pervy, Rookie?” he teased.

      Rook mouthed the words he’d just said over again and began to laugh. “It does, doesn’t it?” Then he shrugged. “Probably because I am a perv.”

      “It’s a fabulous quality in a Rook.”

      Rook reached for his cock, squeezing him, and he could feel the warmth of Rook’s hand, even through denim. “Thanks, K. It works for me. Hell, it brought me you, didn’t it?”

      “Mmm. I think I brought me you. I’m the one that asked.”

      Rook tilted his head, then nodded. “Uh-huh. You did. But that’s because you saw me for who I was right from the start. You gave me that drawing you did of me, after all. I kept it, you know.”

      “Good. It’s yours. I did it for you.”

      Rook nodded. “I’m going to treasure it. And not just because one day it’s going to be worth a shitload of money. Though it is. A Knight original drawing. Of me. I bet there’s men who’d pay dearly for that.”

      “Like me.” Bishop sat down with a tray.

      “You don’t have to pay for it, Bish.” Knight wanted to paint Bishop. A lot.

      “Yeah, we’re not hookers. If you want sex, all you have to do is ask.” Rookie giggled at himself, then dove for the icing-covered cinnamon bun on the tray. “Oh, I love these. They taste good on Knight.”

      “I meant the art,” Bishop noted, putting a cup of coffee in front of Knight. “There’s a slice of banana loaf and a chocolate tart left. I’m happy with either, or we could share.”

      “I like sharing, and I meant the art, too.” Knight opened his mouth for a bite.

      Bishop leaned in and gave him a kiss, slipping his tongue in between Knight’s open lips to explore his teeth and tongue. It was hot and fierce and when Bishop’s hand slid behind his neck to keep him there, it was even better. Rook made a happy, moany noise next to him. He groaned, hands on Bishop’s chest, the heat making his fingers curl.

      The kiss ended as abruptly as it had started, Bishop sitting back in his seat across the table. The man was panting hard and his eyes were dark, proving that he’d been affected by the kiss as well.

      Rook whimpered softly. “We need to take this back to Knight’s place so I can watch more of that hotness.”

      “We have coffee,” Knight pointed out.

      Rook pouted and Bishop laughed.

      “Waiting is good for you,” Bishop suggested. “Instant gratification has its place, but so does anticipation.”

      Rook stuck his tongue out at Bishop. Bishop reached out, grabbed it and tugged.

      Rook’s eyes crossed and he managed a mangled “Hey!”

      “Let go, man.” Knight didn’t like that. Bishop could do what he wanted to Knight, but he had to be nice to Rookie.

      Bishop did, giving him a knowing look.

      He rumbled a little, feeling surprisingly off balance. That wasn’t like him at all.

      Rook pressed closer and rubbed his thigh. “You good, K?”

      He loved the way Rook could look at him and make the rest of the world disappear. “I am. Too much coffee.” He slammed the next one down.

      Rook laughed and rolled his eyes, but Bishop’s gaze stayed on him, watching his every move like the man was analyzing him.

      “Let’s go home.” Knight felt restless, itchy. Weird.

      “You want to ask Bishop if he wants to come with us?” Rook asked quietly, eyes on his.

      Bishop remained quiet and when he glanced at the guy, there was no knowing look or mocking glance, just a man waiting for his answer to the question.

      “Yeah.” He didn’t know why, but he did. Damn it.

      Rook grinned at him. “Cool.” Turning to Bishop, Rook made the offer. “Would you like to come home with us, Bishop?”

      “For dinner?” Bishop asked.

      Rook laughed. “Well, we can feed you, too, but we’re planning to make you work for your supper and I mean the kind of work that involves three bodies and lots of sweaty fun.”

      His Rookie was nothing if not direct. He loved it.

      “Then yes. I would like to go home with the two of you.” Bishop’s voice was deep, sexy, and the gaze that encompassed him and Rookie both felt like it was going to burn him up.

      Rook wriggled next to him, clearly also affected.

      “Let’s go.” Knight grabbed their sweets, shoving Rook’s last bite into the waiting mouth.

      Rook tried to grin and chew at the same time and it was amazing that Rookie didn’t choke on it, but he didn’t. It was no doubt for the same reason that Rookie could deep throat so well.

      They all headed out, Rook in the middle. Knight wasn’t sure he could handle Bishop touching him right now. It was hard enough, having those knowing eyes on him now and then as they walked.

      Rookie regaled them with one tale after another about the shop, the toys it was stocked with and hiring staff.

      “You find a manager yet, Rookie?” Knight asked.

      “There’s one guy with potential. We’ll have to see. I definitely don’t want the job.”

      “No. No, you’re the owner.”

      And Rook had money. He didn’t have to stress.

      “Exactly.” Rook grabbed his hand and squeezed it. “I’m going to play at the store and at home, have a great time doing both.”

      They got to his place, Rook whipping out his key and opening the door for them. They headed up in the elevator, looking at each other. Bishop looked at him and he looked at Bishop and Rookie looked at them both. Finally Rook laughed and leaned in, giving him a toothy kiss.

      It totally broke the tension and Bishop stepped out as the elevator doors slid open.

      Rook opened the door to his place and they all went in. It was Bishop who closed the door, not hard, but decisively. Then he locked it. Apparently it was time to play.

      Knight couldn’t argue with both Rookie and Bishop, so he didn’t.

      Rook kept kissing him, Bishop’s hands landing on his waist and tugging both of them toward his nest. Rook had added his own blankets, crazy fur covered pillows and weird foam pillow wedges for sex. They looked strange, but he had to admit, they made different positions extremely comfortable. For both parties. He’d have to see if they worked as well when they were three.

      “Daisy chain blow jobs?” Rook broke their kiss to ask.

      “Works for me,” Knight said, stripping off his shirt.

      Rook bounced and kissed him again, then started stripping, too. They were both mostly undressed before he realized that Bishop hadn’t even started yet, was instead watching them. He tried not to blush, tried to pretend he didn’t notice, didn’t care. Rook cared, though, and didn’t seem to care who knew.

      “I thought you were joining us?” Knight asked.

      Bishop smiled. “Yeah. Sorry, I was distracted by the view.” Bishop’s gaze took them both in.

      “Still, you have to play.” Knight just sucked it up and headed over, opening Bishop’s belt.

      “I want to. That which was distracting me is also turning me on.” Bishop gave him a wink and pushed toward his hands, letting him tug the belt out of its loops.

      Rook moaned softly.

      “Come help, Rook.”

      “Uh-huh.” Rook chuckled. “I got distracted just like Bishop did.”

      Then Rook was right there with him, working on Bishop’s buttons. Bishop, the big butthead, wasn’t helping at all, letting them do it all. He wasn’t easy. He ripped Bishop’s jeans open, tugged them down over the sweet ass.

      “Take your shirt off, Bish,” Rook ordered.

      Grinning, Bishop did exactly that, moving slowly.

      “Look at that pretty belly!” Rook stared happily.

      “Mmmhmm. Someone is a gym bunny.” Knight approved, fingers dragging over Bish’s abs. He could paint this man for days.

      Bishop flexed for them. “I am. I like looking good.”

      “And you do,” Rook assured Bishop, joining their fingers. “I want to lick you all over.”

      Bishop spread his arms. “Go for it.”

      Knight couldn’t decide if he found that lazy confidence sexy or frustrating.

      Rook rubbed his hands together, then nudged Knight. “I could taste you too and compare flavors.” Rook looked around. “It’ll be easier if you both lie down next to each other.”

      Bishop finished stripping, then tugged Knight to the pile of cushions, tugging him down. Okay then.

      Bishop turned him slightly, taking his mouth in a kiss that he could feel all the way to his toes. Rookie made an appreciative noise, then licked his right nipple, Rook’s tongue hot and wet and so very good. He knew when Rook found Bishop’s nipple, a low moan filling his mouth.

      Okay. Okay, this could work for him. Down deep.

      Bishop continued to kiss him, one hand sliding through his hair, then across his shoulders in long, random movements. Rook touched him, too, fingers sliding on different parts of his skin as that sweet mouth kept taking tastes. Knight groaned, trapped as easily as that, caught in a web of mouths and fingers and hot skin.

      Rook’s mouth moved from his nipple to his abs, then continued downward. It was slow and hot, Bishop moaning and jerking when Rook’s mouth disappeared from Knight’s body. It was sexy as hell, sharing Rookie’s mouth like this.

      He stroked his fingers over Bishop’s face, focusing on the shape, the lines. Bishop was gorgeous in an entirely different way from Rookie. Together they were a study in male beauty.

      His breath caught as Rook’s tongue slid along the side of his cock where it pressed against Bishop’s hip. Bishop chuckled, their kiss going deep, fierce. It went even fiercer a moment later and a moment after that, Rook took both their cocks in, wrapping their heads together in heat and wet and pressure.

      “Jesus!” Knight arched, their lips parting with a pop.

      The pressure eased for a moment as Rook grinned around them. Then Rook’s mouth tightened again, this amazing suction beginning. He’d never been inside someone’s mouth with another cock before. Bishop grabbed his head and kissed him again, taking his mouth like Bish was desperate, starving for him. Between that and Rook’s mouth fellating them, he was flying.

      Rook took them in deeper, that amazing mouth working them so good. His balls drew up, his body trying to explode, bust. Rook slapped at his cock with that magical tongue, then bobbed his head, sucking hard again. Bishop’s strangled groans filled his mouth.

      He wrenched his mouth away from Bishop’s and managed to groan out, “Soon.”

      Rook pulled harder, making it clear he wanted it. One of Rook’s hands slid over his ass, rubbing before a finger pressed against his hole.

      “Yes.” The finger that pushed into him was thicker, stronger, more insistent, and he cried out, shooting so hard he rattled.

      Rookie swallowed him down, the constriction of his throat feeling like heaven. Bishop grunted and he actually felt Bishop’s come filling Rookie’s mouth around his flesh before Rookie swallowed it down. He whimpered, his body covered in goosebumps.

      Rook sucked a few moments longer, tongue sliding along his flesh. Then Rook slowly came off, his and Bishop’s cocks resting against each other. Rook squeezed his ass and kissed his belly.

      “You both taste fantastic,” Rook told them, looking like the cat who ate the canary.

      He reached for Rookie with a shaking hand. Rook slid up between him and Bishop, turning toward him. “Need you.” Writhing, Rook proved that, cock hard as it rubbed along his belly.

      “We should blow his mind,” murmured Bishop, giving him a grin over Rook’s shoulder.

      He chuckled and reached down, fingers squeezing Rook’s cock like it was a tube of paint. Rook’s eyes rolled, a sweet whimper coming out of him. Bishop, meanwhile, disappeared behind Rook and the next thing he knew, Rook’s eyes went wide and he cried out.

      Yeah. Yeah, that was it.

      He leaned forward, kissed Rookie good and hard, hand flying on the heavy cock. Rook fed him sweet noises, cock jerking in his hand as Bishop did whatever he was doing to Rook’s ass. Tongue-fucking it was his best guess. Whatever it was, Rook was wild, leaking and crying out against him. Rook threw a leg around his waist, tugging him close as he jacked the long cock.

      “Oh! Oh, Fuck!” Rook’s voice sounded high, the need twined through it.

      “Uh-huh. So fucking pretty, Rookie.” Knight loved the sweet son of a bitch.

      “Knight…” The word was breathless, Rook’s eyes glazed over, not seeing a damn thing. Then they widened, Rook shooting over his hand.

      “Mmm.” He chuckled, nuzzling into Rook’s throat. “Mind blown.”

      “Uh-huh.” Rook sounded like he didn’t even know what he was agreeing to.

      Bishop’s chuckle was warm and he grinned at Knight, once more leaning over Rook’s shoulder. He looked a little smug, but Knight had to give it to him. They’d done it for Rook.

      They settled together, a jumble of limbs.

      “God, that was good,” Rook said. “The double blow job as well as the orgasm.”

      That was one of the things Knight loved about Rookie -- he was so giving.

      And Knight had to agree. “It was. It was blistering.”

      “You guys are amazing,” Bishop told them. “Hotter than hell, in and out of bed.”

      Rook wriggled between him and Bishop, looking pleased at the compliment.

      “Yeah. We do pretty good, the three of us,” Knight admitted.

      “Next we need to fuck. Bishop’s got a magnificent cock, K, you’ve got to experience it.” Rook rubbed slowly between them.

      Bishop chuckled. “You’re very good for a man’s ego, Rook.”

      Rook shrugged. “I just call it like I see it.”

      “You’re a dipshit, Rookie.” Knight stole another kiss. Bishop might destroy him.

      “But I’m your dipshit,” Rookie insisted, eyes happy as they smiled at him.

      Bishop’s deep chuckle slid along his spine.

      “God, yes.” They shared another kiss, then Rook turned to kiss Bish.

      That sweet ass pushed into his crotch in a blatant invitation. Or perhaps a demand. Rook looked back over his shoulder. “Love you, man. Make me fly.”

      What could Knight do but give Rookie what he wanted?
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        * * *

      

      Bishop watched as the door closed after Rook, the kid going to his store to make the last-minute preparations for his big opening. That left him and Knight. Him and the stunning pushy bottom. He turned to look at Knight, giving the man a grin.

      Knight smiled at him, padding to the kitchen to pour a glass of juice. “Want one?”

      “Please. We’ll need the energy.”

      “We will? You sure about it?”

      “Oh, I’m damn sure about it.” He was going to tear Knight’s ass up.

      Knight needed more than any single man he’d ever seen and that was because Knight needed something Rook didn’t have. Not that he was bashing the kid or their relationship, Knight and Rook loved and adored each other, that was clear. But Knight needed someone who was going to stand up to him. Knight needed to give it up and feel.

      Bishop took the glass of juice and downed it, waited for Knight to finish his. Then he stepped up into Knight’s space. Knight gasped, body rippling against him. He grabbed the back of Knight’s head and tilted it, leaning in to kiss him. It was a take no prisoners kiss, hard and sure. His kiss.

      He’d never felt this way about a man. He could fall in love with Rookie, no problem, but Knight he wanted to devour. He did exactly that, taking the kiss even deeper. Knight pushed back, tongue pushing against his. He grabbed hold of Knight’s hair and tugged his head back farther, which let him keep control.

      His cock hurt he was so hard, aching. He pressed closer to Knight, rubbing them together.

      Knight pushed one hand against him, rubbing his cock good and hard. Taking Knight’s hand in his, he dragged it behind Knight’s back. “So pushy.”

      “Fuck you, man.”

      Oh, Knight was lit up for him.

      “No. I’m going to fuck you, Knight. I’m going to fuck you through the floor.” Bishop loved the flash of need in Knight’s eyes at his words. It told him that he was doing it right, that he had read Knight correctly.

      He began to walk them to the pillows on the floor. He didn’t believe it could actually be called a bed, though it was comfortable enough. Seriously, a man needed a real bed. Maybe he’d buy one, have it delivered.

      First, though, he had a promise to keep. He intended to keep it, too. He intended to more than keep it. He was going to blow Knight’s mind, exhaust his body and prove that he knew what Knight needed and could provide it.

      Still holding one of Knight’s wrists behind his back, Bishop got them to the pillows. “Going to make you crazy.”

      Knight tossed his head, the look needy and dramatic, all at once. “You’ll try.”

      He laughed, utterly delighted. Knight made him happy and determined to indeed to more than just try. “I’m going to turn you inside out, boy.”

      He heard a soft, whispered, “God yes.”

      Oh yeah. He’d read Knight so right.

      Taking Knight’s other hand, he pulled it behind Knight’s back so he could hold both, effectively cuffing Knight. “I’m in charge,” he growled before taking another kiss to prove it.

      Knight struggled, offering him one deep moan after another. He could be strong for Knight, give Knight someone to really fight against who Knight couldn’t hurt. And couldn’t win against.

      One kiss turned into two turned into many, Bishop holding tightly to Knight’s wrists as his other hand moved over the smooth skin. Knight’s body was tight, the muscles lean and taut. He explored them with his fingers before moving to Knight’s right nipple. He teased that a moment, barely touching it and skirting it before he finally took it between thumb and forefinger and pinched.

      Knight growled low. “Touch me like you mean it.”

      He growled right back. “I’ll touch you how and when I want.”

      Knight wasn’t the one in charge here.

      “You… You’re not like Rookie.”

      “Got it in one. If I was just like Rookie, you boys wouldn’t need me.” He’d just be another body then, someone else to play with, to fuck. He wanted his own damn place with them.

      “What do you need?” Knight asked.

      “Rookie. You. The pair of you hit every one of my buttons and make me excited to be alive.”

      “Poetic.” Knight sounded like he approved.

      “Poetic and artistic, we must be a match made in heaven.” Bishop went back to kissing Knight, taking control of the moment once again.

      Knight opened to him, breathing deeply, wrists twisting in his hands. He loved the fight and so did Knight. He grabbed Knight’s right tit again, tugging on it firmly. Knight grunted for him, the sound soft but so deep. He took that as a signal that Knight was ready for more and he twisted the little bit of flesh, let the corner of his nail dig in.

      “Bastard.” Knight tried to sit up, twist away.

      “Yep.” He wouldn’t let Knight up, wouldn’t let this boy go. His boy. Jesus. What a thought.

      Groaning, he kissed Knight harder, his tongue fucking the sweet mouth. He jerked forward, hips rolling like they were fucking. He couldn’t wait to be doing it for real, to be inside Knight. To feel that tight, hot body around him.

      Knight’s legs wrapped around him, tugging hard. Grinning, he rolled them, putting Knight on top, which dislodged his legs from around Bishop’s waist. Knight would learn that he was not in control here, Bishop was. Eventually. Then Bishop was sure the lesson would be forgotten as soon as it was learned. In fact, he thought Knight would enjoy learning this lesson, over and over.

      He slid his fingers up along Knight’s sides, thumbs pushing against the pretty little nipples when he got there. Knight was a sexy motherfucker, that was for sure.

      Knight arched above him, ass rubbing against his cock, teasing him and driving him mad. He knew Knight was doing it on purpose—pushy bastard. Bishop loved it.

      He flipped them again, rubbing his cock against Knight’s hole. “Lube and condoms, man.” The sight of Knight stretching underneath him, rubbing against him, made his mouth dry. He put his hands on Knight’s shoulders and pushed him against the pillows, then repeated. “Lube and condoms.” He needed Knight to focus long enough to get the stuff.

      “Uh-huh. Let me reach…” They were there, a line of rubbers and the economy-sized bottle of lube.

      “You ever been tested?” he asked casually, opening the lube.

      Knight nodded. “Rookie and I went last week.”

      “Good job.”

      “We aren’t easy, just needy.”

      “Oh, I know you’re not easy, boy. You’re not easy at all.” He leaned in and gave Knight a long kiss. “And I’m not asking to go bareback with you or anything. I know we’re not there. Yet.” He wanted to be, though. He wanted to be a part of Knight and Rook and their strange, wonderful magic.

      “I think we will be, though.” Knight met his gaze, head on. “There’s something there with us.”

      Bishop smiled down at Knight, pleased that this stubborn, pushy man had said it, had said it first. “There is.” Grabbing the roll of condoms, he tore one off and handed it to Knight. “Put that on me while I open you up.”

      Knight took the rubber, then looked up at him with a teasing grin. “You sure it’ll fit?”

      “Long as it’s an extra-jumbo, it’ll be fine.” He winked and slicked up his fingers, taking his time. He wanted Knight drooling with anticipation.

      “Ah, so the size of your ego?” The condom was smoothed down with careful fingers.

      “No. The size of your need.” He shoved two fingers into Knight, just slamming them home. Knight grunted, shoulders leaving the mattress. Yeah, he liked that. He tugged his fingers out only to slam them in again. Then he wriggled them around, just in case he hadn’t hit Knight’s gland in the first place.

      “More.” Needy little slut.

      Bishop worked in a third finger, stretching and wriggling them around before he began finger-fucking Knight in earnest, pushing them in hard and deep. He changed up the angle slightly with every shove in until he found Knight’s gland, then he stayed right there, pegging it constantly. Knight’s lips dropped open, deep, wild cries in the air.

      Bishop kept it up as long as he could, but Knight’s writhing and the tight heat around his fingers made him need. So he yanked his fingers out and pressed his covered cock against Knight’s hot little hole. Knight bore down, body tugging his cock in.

      “Eager, pushy boy.” Not one of those words was a complaint -- they were all compliments. Bishop kept pushing, moving until he was all the way in, his cock held incredibly tightly.

      “Just…just know what I need,” Knight managed to mutter.

      “Love that about you.” He fucked Knight, keeping the pace slow, easy, watching Knight’s eyes. Knight met every thrust, one after another.

      Bishop got his hand around Knight’s cock, pulling hard as he thrust. It made them a circle of pleasure and Knight’s cries and arches urged him on.

      “Yes. Yes. Bish. Bish, come on.”

      “Don’t you want it to last all afternoon?” Bishop asked, slowing slightly.

      “That’ll take a lot of lube.”

      Bishop had to laugh, and he pressed in, body jerking. “You’ve got a huge tub there, I’d be more worried about the condom giving out.”

      “That too. All the things.”

      He sped up again, ramping things up and hitting Knight’s gland again. “We’ll do all the things, eventually.”

      “You swear?” Knight asked.

      “I do. And with three people, that’s a fucking lot of things to do.” He was up for the task, though. And he knew Knight and Rookie were, the two of them so full of horny energy he could fuel the building with it.

      There was an idea. Sexual power harnessed.

      He leaned over Knight’s body, thrusting harder, gazing into the dark eyes. “Gonna come when I tell you to?” he asked, pretty sure Knight was going to curse him out just for the idea.

      “Fuck you, man. I’ll come when you get me off.”

      Bishop laughed. “Then I’ll get you off when I tell you to come.”

      “Details. Harder.”

      “Nope. Not yet. I’m running the show.” He slowed down again, proving it.

      “Bish!”

      Oh, he could fall in love with that wail.

      He kept the pace there for a moment or two, making his point before he moved faster, speeding up until he was back to where they’d been, right in the pocket, right where he needed to be to send them both over the edge.

      “Wait for it,” Bishop murmured. “Just wait.”

      “Uh-huh. Hear you.”

      Good boy.

      Bishop found Knight’s gland and pushed against it a few times, then he began banging on it in earnest, sending Knight higher and higher. When he could see in Knight’s eyes that he was about to go over the edge, Bishop called out, “Come!”

      The sweet body clenched, and Knight shot, spunk spurting from him. The tight heat around his cock made him cry out. He was close. So fucking close. He ran his hand through the spunk on Knight’s belly, and brought his fingers to his mouth. The first touch of come to his tongue had him crying out again and he shot, filling the condom.

      “Kiss me. Please,” Knight begged.

      Bending, he did. It was what he wanted, too. Bishop wanted to kiss Knight until neither of them could move. He stayed buried a moment longer, fingers sliding on Knight’s sweat-soaked skin. Knight stared at him, watched him, and he held the gaze.

      “You get what you need, boy?” He had to push, he had to.

      Knight offered him a lazy grin. “Not bad, Bish. I think I’ll keep you.”

      “I just might let you.”

      Shit, who was he kidding? He wanted Knight. He wanted the sweet Rook, too. He knew instinctively that they were all pieces that belonged together.
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      Rook ran up the stairs to Knight’s place, taking them two at a time, and burst into the loft. He was so excited. “Knight? Bish! I’ve found it.”

      He stopped short at the sight that met him. There, in the middle of the space where the pillows and blankets lived, was a bed. A huge bed that would fit all three of them with room to spare. In the middle of the bed were the two sexiest fuckers he knew.

      Laughing, Rook went over and jumped on it, bouncing on the mattress. “Look at this!”

      “What did you find, Rookie?” Knight grabbed him, gave him a happy kiss.

      He wrapped his arms around Knight’s neck and kissed him back, then he gave Bishop a quick kiss, too. “The perfect place for this magnificent bed.”

      “Huh?” Knight grabbed his sketch book again, pushing Rook into Bishop’s arms, then frowning. “Also, too many clothes, Rookie.”

      Bishop snorted. “Now there’s something you don’t hear very often.”

      Rook giggled happily and tugged his shirt off.

      “I found us a house,” he said, once he was fully naked and settled in Bishop’s arms. “I like the bed.”

      “A house? We have a place.” Knight’s pencil moved across the paper, their images appearing.

      “Uh-huh. This place has an amazing back room with these huge windows for your studio. Space in the basement for a gym, a bedroom big enough for more than just this bed, plus three more besides. The only drawback is that it has an enormous kitchen, which is kind of a waste,” Rook added with a laugh.

      “A gym? I’d like that, Rookie.” Bishop kissed him again. “Are you going to let us see it before you make an offer?”

      “Yep. I already put in an offer to make sure we didn’t lose it, but if you guys hate it, I can back out.” He wriggled happily. “But you’re going to love it. It’s like it was made for us.” Someplace that was theirs instead of his or Knight’s or Bishop’s. Theirs. Something that belonged to all three of them.

      Knight chuckled softly. “Impulsive man.”

      He shrugged. He was. “Maybe. But this was more than that. I’m in love.” With two guys.

      Which made him the winner of this particular match.

      

      Read how Bishop, Knight and Rook find their fourth in  Chess: Opening Moves
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      Threesome Rook, Knight and Bishop make Jason an offer he can’t refuse. Can the four of them be exactly what they each need? Find out in this Opening Move…

      Rook, Knight and Bishop have been searching for a fourth man to join their threesome for quite a while when Knight meets Jason, the live model in the art class he’s auditing. He thinks that Jason is the perfect man for them and his lovers Rook and Bishop quickly agree. The trick will be convincing Jason…

      Join these sexy men as they make their Opening Moves.
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      God, he was bored.

      Like intensely, crazy bored.

      Jason kept his eyes on the spot on the ceiling where the stain stopped. Being perfectly motionless was the whole trick of life modelling, but even so... The last thing he needed to do was sit and think about how his only remaining client at the gym had just dropped him and his rent was two months past due.

      What was he going to do? He could live in his car for a little while, but winter was coming. Hell, it was already bearing down—he could feel it in the mornings when he went out to run. God knew this was not the place to be homeless when the winter came.

      And without training clients the gym wouldn’t let him in.

      And he couldn’t get more clients without a gym.

      Fucking economy.

      Fucking money.

      Fucking Jack Winters dropping his prices at the fitness centre so far that nobody private could compete, not after paying the gym its cut.

      The life modelling gig was the last thing he had left and, at forty bucks a night, it wasn’t going to help. Not at all.

      The night’s session was almost over when two guys came in—one big, dark and quiet, the other slender, blond and bouncy. “Hey, Knight!”

      “Hey, you hooligans.” A guy from the back stood and stretched. “I’m out of here, Ginger. You good?”

      Ginger Peters, the instructor, who had to be thirty months pregnant, smiled. “Yeah. I’ll get Jason to help me to my car. In fact, time’s up, everyone. Thanks, Jason, for sitting.”

      Jason sat up, grabbed his robe and tried to smile. “Sure.”

      The taller one of the guy’s who’d just arrived leaned into his painter friend. “Is that him, Knight?”

      “Mm-hmm.” The dark haired one—Knight—grinned, the smile slow but not sweet at all. “Approve, Bish-love?”

      “I just might. You have a good eye.”

      “Well, duh.” The guy called Knight grabbed his palette pad, scribbled on it, then rolled it up.

      Jason tried hard not to pay attention, not to anybody, but it was tough. Really tough.

      Especially when the fierce-looking dude walked up to him and pressed the paper into his hand. “For you, stud. Enjoy.”

      Then the trio just…walked away.

      The blond looked back just as they got to the door, gave him a warm, inviting smile, then they were gone.

      Ginger smiled at Jason. “Keep that.”

      “Huh?”

      “Chris Knight’s one of the up-and-coming artists. It’ll be worth a fortune one day.”

      His fingers clenched around the roll. “No shit?”

      “You have my word.”

      Jason shook his head. “No way. Why’s he here then?”

      “I hear he likes to go incognito, take the beginner courses and have some fun. More than one teacher’s ripped him to shreds only to backpedal when they found out who he was.”

      “Weird. I’ll get dressed, hon, then carry your stuff.”

      Artists were strange.

      He got back to his clothes, put on his jeans, T-shirt, hoodie, tennis shoes. Only then did he look at his picture. It was him, but…

      He was…

      Erect. God. And there were hands and cocks and mouths on him and…

      Jesus.

      Oh, God.

      He stared, stunned, his fingers curling as he shook his head. Fucking pervert. They said there wasn’t anything sexual about posing like this.

      Nothing.

      But this was…

      God.

      He shook his head, swallowed hard. He just needed to throw this trash away, go home.

      Bleach his brain.

      At the bottom of the picture was a scribble—Interested in a job? Come to the Z’va coffee house. Tonight.

      No way.

      No.

      Fucking.

      Way.

      Pervert.
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      Rook bounced as they headed toward the Z’va coffee house, walking between Knight and Bishop, his two favourite people in all the world. “He was a stud, Knight. He really was.”

      “I told you.” Knight winked at him, goosed him gently. “O ye of little faith and large penis.”

      He jumped at the goosing and rounded on Knight, his ire fading as he played the words back. “His was pretty impressive, too. You think it was just a shower? Or a grower, too?”

      “That I don’t know. He’s never sprung wood in class.” Knight winked.

      “That’s a damn shame.” Rook stepped back between them and looped a hand each through Knight’s and Bishop’s arms. He loved touching them. Hell, he loved them, plain and simple. “So. I know I’m not the only one who wants to do him six ways to Sunday.”

      Bish snorted. “Or get done by him.”

      “Sure. I’m easy.” He was. As both his lovers well knew.

      “He might say no… You do realise this, dear boys.” Knight could be such a turd.

      “You wouldn’t have suggested it if you believed that.”

      Knight nodded, hips bumping his. “He’s got a great ass and the rumours are he’s unattached. A little gym bunny.”

      “I didn’t get a good look at his ass, but the rest of him was vavavavoom!”

      “I saw his ass,” put in Bishop. “It was great.”

      “I need a cup of coffee. I told him where we’d be. We’re sticking with the original plan, boys?”

      They’d made similar offers before—four times. No one’d ever said yes. Of course, Knight hadn’t picked before.

      A boy. A man. A lover. Someone for them to play with at will. They’d started talking about it late one night—the three of them naked and lazy, sprawled. Knight had been teasing Bish about getting a houseboy, someone they could touch, drive crazy. Boss around a little. Play with.

      That had been Knight’s phrase. Play with.

      Rook nodded eagerly and Bishop grunted an affirmative.

      Rook tried not to get excited, but damn. It wasn’t easy.

      They piled into the shop, waved at Rick and Les. “The usual, boys?”

      “Please. You and Bish go sit, I’ll get it.” He pulled his wallet out and sauntered up to the counter.

      Rick grinned at him and Les made the black coffee, the mocha latte, and the triple espresso with a shot of caramel. “We haven’t seen you three in almost a week. I was going to send a search party.”

      “If you promise it’ll be full of studs, it’ll be another week before we’re back.”

      “Shit, I can’t afford that! Knight keeps me in business!”

      He pouted. “Too bad. I guess we’ll have to keep finding our own studs.”

      He handed over a twenty and waved away the offered change. Grabbing the tray, he headed to the table Knight and Bishop had chosen. Knight was straddling a chair backwards, Bishop’s hands on his lean shoulders, rubbing hard. Knight looked tired, but each touch seemed to make that sexy body to relax. Rook licked his lips. Who needed a search party of hotties when he had his two very own personal studs to love on?

      The look on Knight’s face was pure bliss—lips parted, surrounded by goatee and moustache, the hair black as pitch.

      “No orgasming in the coffee shop—they’ll throw us out again,” Rook teased, putting their coffees down on the table.

      “Shh. He’s rubbing. Don’t distract him.”

      He grinned at Bishop, who just smiled back. “I’ll do you when we get home.”

      It was probably for the best—he’d never met a massage he didn’t want to turn into more. Especially when Bish was the one dishing out the massage—you could feel the love in every touch.

      Knight moaned, the sound like liquid sex. “Bish has the best hands.”

      “He does.” Rook was getting hard. Between the look on Knight’s face and the memories of what exactly those hands could get up to…

      He sat down and pulled his chair up to the table. Bish could make you beg, make you scream, make you hurt in ways that felt so fucking good after… And after… He never ever doubted that Bish loved him.

      He tried not to whimper—he already had a reputation for being easy, so the last thing he needed was to get all hot and bothered by memories.

      Knight met his gaze, near-black eyes dazed. “Tell me when you see him.”

      Not if.

      When.

      That had him even more jazzed. Knight really believed this guy was going to show up, was going to at least listen to their proposition. He bit his lower lip and nodded, eyes going automatically to the door.

      Bishop was murmuring softly to Knight. Rook couldn’t hear the words, but it didn’t matter. He knew the tone, knew the need. Knew that, no matter what the stud said to their offer, Knight was going to get worked over tonight and he was going to get to enjoy all the benefits.

      Fuck, his life was good.

      He took a sip of his espresso, humming at the sweetness of the caramel.

      One eye half on the door, he gave most of his attention to his lovers.

      Knight’s high cheekbones were painted a rosy red, his eyes closed. The man had the longest damn eyelashes he’d ever seen. Ever.

      Rook wished, all of a sudden, that they were at home. Oh, he wanted to meet the stud, to make the offer and have it accepted, but he also wanted to pounce, to suck Knight’s cock and then do whatever Bish ordered him to do. He wanted to hear Knight beg, to see Bish in those tight leather pants, in the black leather gloves…

      His cock pushed hard against his jeans and he barely bit back a moan. Bish gave him a knowing, loving look, hazel eyes hooded.

      He barely saw Bish’s tongue flick out, touch Knight’s ear.

      He licked his lips, ready to leap up and suggest they go home, when the door opened and the stud from the art class walked in.

      “Psst. Guys. Look.” He nodded in the direction of the door.

      Bish backed off, and Knight’s eyes opened. “Go ask the pretty boy what he wants to drink, Rook-love. Then bring him over.”

      “Anything for my Knight.” He let his hand trail along Knight’s shoulders before he went over to the cutie.

      “Hey there. What can I get you?”

      “I don’t drink coffee. A small non-fat chai, please?” The guy pulled out a wrinkled five from his pocket.

      Rook wrapped his fingers over the hand with the five. “I’ve got it, sugar. Why don’t you go sit with Knight and Bishop?” He nodded toward his lovers.

      “Knight and Bishop. Those are cool names.”

      “Yeah, they’re cool guys, too. I’m Rook, by the way.” He held out his hand.

      “Jason Myer.” The handshake was firm, strong.

      “Hi, Jason, it’s great to meet you.” He waved at the guys behind the counter. “Large non-fat chai for my friend, please.”

      It felt good when Jason relaxed a little bit, took a deep breath. “Thank you. I… You’re not in the drawing class, huh?”

      “Hell, no. I can’t even draw stick figures!” He laughed, paid for Jason’s drink and grabbed four of the café’s huge cookies at the same time.

      “Me neither. I’m a personal trainer, not an artist.”

      “Oh, cool! Bish is at the gym a lot.” He grinned and patted his belly. “I’m there just enough.”

      Jason smiled back at him and…whoa. Yeah. That was why Knight’d picked him. Yummy.

      Bish was going to eat this one alive.

      He gave Jason his best flirty look, grabbed the guy’s drink and led him over to Knight and Bish. “Guys, this is Jason Myer—personal trainer and studly model.”

      “Hey, stud. Have a seat. You liked my portrait?” Knight wasn’t looking all dazed now—no, the man was sharp and on fire.

      “It was… I thought I should return it.”

      “Oh, honey, why would you do that?” Rook frowned.

      “It’s very…personal, and she said it was worth something, that you were there just to observe.”

      Knight waved one hand. “Nonsense. I drew it for you.”

      “There you go.” Rook waited for Jason to sit in the booth and then slipped in beside him, sitting close. “It’s yours.”

      Jason looked at Rook wide-eyed, then wrapped his hands around his mug. “So, your note said something about a job?”

      Rook and Bish both looked at Knight, grinning. Rook even bounced in place a little.

      “Yeah. I overheard your conversation about your situation at the gym and the boys and I are interested in hiring someone.”

      Jason’s head tilted. “As a trainer?”

      “Not precisely, no, although training is very much involved.”

      Bish smiled. “Yes, training is important. Are you good at taking orders, Jason?”

      “I follow directions really well. I didn’t lose my clients because I’m bad at my job. I can’t compete with the big houses, price-wise.”

      “That sucks.” Rook put his hand on Jason’s thigh and squeezed, giving him a sympathetic look.

      Those big muscles leapt and jerked. “Thank you. So…what are you hiring for?”

      Knight looked over, grinned and winked. “We want someone to play with. For a year.”

      “Wh…what? Play?”

      Look at that shocked, innocent face. Rook was going to cream his jeans.

      Knight’s smile went purely wicked. “Yes, dear boy. Play. Hard.”

      Rook squeezed Jason’s thigh again. “One year with us and you’ll be set for life.”

      “Play… You mean… You’re talking about sex, right? But…I’m not gay. I don’t do men.”

      Rook could answer that one easily. “Oh, honey, that’s okay. You don’t have to do any of us—we’ll be doing you.”

      Bish chuckled. “We might let you do Rook a time or two. He likes it. A lot.”

      “This is true.” Knight leaned across the table, met Jason’s eyes. “Look, you don’t have to decide tonight. I have a contract drawn up—no permanent damage, no permanent marks unless you agree in writing, one year’s service. We provide room and board, and you get a cool half a million at the end of the contract. All you have to do is exactly what we want for three hundred and sixty-five days.”

      Jason looked like he was going to pass out.

      Rook put his arm around Jason’s shoulders. “Drink your chai. Have a cookie.”

      Jason’s fingers were actually shaking, but the man picked the mug up and drank deep. There was an electricity about this one, a spark.

      Rook was beginning to believe.

      “All your needs would be taken care of for a whole year. There’s an amazing gym so you would still be able to work out, a pool in the backyard. And the house…” Rook smiled. It was his baby. “It’s a beaut, if I do say so myself.”

      “But…I don’t. I’m not gay. Don’t you get it? I couldn’t…perform.”

      Knight chuckled. “Wanna bet?”

      Rook patted the thigh his hand still rested on. “It wouldn’t be a condition of you taking the job. You don’t need to come at all.”

      Bishop grinned, and even Rook had to admit it was a bit of an evil smile. “But you would.”

      “No. I don’t…”

      “Look, think about it. Sleep on it. Come over tomorrow and, if you don’t get off, you’ll know.” Knight’s voice was rich as velvet.

      “We’ll pay generously for your time, just to give it a try.” Money wasn’t an object. Rook had more than he knew what to do with.

      Knight gently tossed a thumb drive across the table. “There’s a contract on it. Take a look when you get home.”

      “I… You… But…”

      Jesus, that was cute.

      Rook leaned in to speak quietly near Jason’s ear. “What does it hurt to look at it? You’ll see it’s more than fair, and then you’ll come over and spend the afternoon as a trial run.”

      “How…how will I contact you?” He could smell Jason—the man smelled like heaven.

      Rook grabbed a napkin and held his hand out to Knight, who gave him a charcoal pencil. He wrote down his cell phone number.

      “I… You’re serious? You’re not like…axe murderers?”

      “Do we look like axe murderers?” Bishop asked.

      Rook giggled.

      Bishop shot him a look. “Aside from him, that is.”

      Rook stuck his tongue out.

      Knight held out a business card. “This is my lawyer, Hannah. Look her up. Call her. She drew up the papers. She’ll vouch for us.”

      It was a positive thing that Jason took the card.

      Rook offered him the cookie again. “Have something to eat, get your blood sugar up.” He stroked Jason’s thigh some more. Such a pretty boy.

      He couldn’t help but notice that Jason didn’t pull away. Not queer? Bullshit. Not experienced, sure. Scared, absolutely…but so turned on.

      He met Bishop’s eyes, the look there telling him Bish saw it, too.

      The pretty boy nibbled at his cookie and Knight picked up his cup, finishing his coffee and heading up for another. “Anyone else need a refill?”

      They all declined, Rook laughing. “The stuff flows in the man’s veins,” he told Jason.

      “He’s very intense.”

      The kid had no idea.

      “Yeah, you know…artistic temperament and all that. He’s worth every quirk, though.” Rook wouldn’t trade Knight for anything.

      Jason sighed and rubbed the back of his neck. “Artists can be something, I guess.”

      “I’m a sex-toy shop worker, if it makes you feel better.” He also owned the place, but he didn’t usually share that. Or the size of his inheritance. The size of his prick, on the other hand…

      “No shit?” Jason grinned. “I don’t suppose you’d put a word in with your manager, if this doesn’t work out?”

      “Trust me, honey, this pays way better. Has better perks, too.”

      “I just…” Jason blushed dark and Rook could suddenly see him, bound and bare, arched, begging to be fucked…filled. “Why me?”

      Knight sat down, cup in hand. “You’re pretty, innocent, and you have a great ass.”

      Ah, Mr Romance…

      “We all like you—we agreed on you. That doesn’t happen that often.”

      “You’ve hired someone before?”

      “Oh, no. We have interviewed a man or two, though.”

      “No one said yes?”

      “No one was a perfect fit. You, though…” He gave the man his best smile. It was a very good smile—sexy, earnest, come-hither. Knight told him all the time.

      “I’m…”

      Rook licked his lips and Jason blinked, eyes on his mouth. Shit yes. The man was totally interested, deny it as much as he liked. “You’re perfect for each of us, for all of us.”

      “I should go.” Jason licked his own lips, the pink tongue slipping out, mimicking Rook’s motion.

      “If you want. Or you could stay a little longer and tell us about yourself.”

      “I’m a personal trainer. I’ve been here in Toronto for about eighteen months. I’m beginning to understand why they said it was hard to find your way here.”

      Knight’s head tilted. “Girlfriend?”

      Jason shook his head.

      Knight arched an eyebrow. “Why not?”

      “I’m focused on my career.” Uh-huh. Jason just didn’t like girls. He wasn’t queer, though, nope, not him.

      Rook bit back his chuckle.

      “It’s an expensive place to live, especially if you’re working for yourself.”

      “Yeah.” That frown was back again, that worry.

      “Hey, Jason. It’s okay, yeah? This is a really good deal and we’re good people. We can help you.”

      “If you were shitty people, you wouldn’t tell me up front.”

      That made Knight laugh. “Absolutely true. That’s why we’re meeting you here, in public, in a place where people obviously know us.”

      “Yeah. We could leave so you could go talk to Rich and Les.”

      “In fact you should go talk to them,” Bish added. “We’re legit, which means we’re not afraid to have you check us out.”

      Knight nodded. “We’re honest—we’re in the community. We just want someone to play with for a year. It’s a fantasy life.”

      Jason looked a little stunned. “I’ll look over the paperwork, think about it.”

      “Thanks, honey, that’s all we’re asking for.” Rook bounced a little and pushed the napkin with his cell phone number at Jason. “And you call me if you have any questions, okay? Any questions at all.”

      Knight stood, stretched, went up on his toes. “Let’s go, boys. It’s getting late.” Then those black, black eyes met Jason’s. “Think about it. We’ll blow your mind.”

      “And the rest of you.” Rook added, winking.

      He got up and went to stand with Knight—Bish joining them, putting an arm around both their shoulders.

      They walked out, waving to the boys on the way. As the door shut behind them, Knight sighed. “Can somebody take me home now and fuck me?”

      “Bish can. I want your cock down my throat.” Rook’s own cock was already pulling a major happy just at the thought.

      “Bishop has evil in his eyes.” Knight grinned. “You think the stud-boy will call?”

      “I hope so. He’d be something else.”

      “Yeah. Come on, you two hooligans. Let’s go.”

      “Yeah, we got a date with our naked bodies.”

      Knight’s laugh echoed all the way down the street.
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